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C ? 3 

To the Vii^t Honourable 

CHARLES, 

Lord C L I F F o R p. 

M T L O H D» 

IT is with a great deal of pleafore diat I lay 
hold oix this firfl bccafion, which the accidents 
of my life have given me, of writing to your Lord- 
Ihip : for fince, at the fame time> I write to all the 
world, it will be a means of publiihing (what I 
would have every; body know) the refjped and duty??- 
which I owe and pay to yoii. I have fo much in- 
clination to be yours,, that 1 need no other «agage- 
ment : but the particular ties by which I am bound 
to your Lordfhip and family, have put it out of 
my power*to make yOu any compliment ; fince all 
offers of myfelf will ampunt to . no more than an 
bonefl acknowledgment, and only (hew a williug- 
Siefs in :me to^be grateful, 

I am very near wifhing that it were not fo much 
my intereft to be your Lordfhip*s fervant, that it 
might be more my merit ; not that I would avoid 
being obliged to you, but I would have my own 
clKMce to run me into the debt ; that I might have 
ft to bodft, I had diftinguifhed a man, to whom I 
would be glad to be obliged, even without the 
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t D E D lie A t I O N. 

hopes of having it in my power eyer to make him 
a return. 

It is impofliblefor me to cottle ifear your Lord- 
fliip, in any.kind, and not to receive fome favour j 
and while in appearance^! am only making! an ac- 
knowledgment (with the u&al underhand dealing 
of the world) I am, at the fame time, infinuating 
my own intereft. I cannot give your Lordfhtp 
your due; without tacking a bill of my own privi- 
leges. It is true, if a man never con&mitte^ Sk'fgllj, 
he' would nelrer fta|id in* n^ed" of a prot^dHon : but 
then power would haVe nothing to do, and good- 
nature no ;occa(ioh to fhew itfelf ; and where thofc 
qualities ai-e, it is 'pity they fhouid want obje<as to 
fliine upon. I muft conftfs this is no reafon why a 
man fhouid do an idle thing, nor indeed any good 
cxcufe for it,' when done ; yet it reconciles tht ufea 
p{ fuch authol'ity and gbodncfs, tothe neceffitiet 
of our follies ; and is a fort of poetical logic, which, 
at this time, I would miak<i ufe of, to argue your 
tT)rdfhfp into a protedfion of this play.* It is the 
firft offence I halve committed in this kind, or in* 
deed, in any kind of poetry, though not the firft 
made public ; and therefore, I hope, will the more 
cafdy be pardoned': but had it been aded, wheh it 
was firft written; more might have been faid in its 
behalf; rghorantre of the town and ftage would 
then ha^e been excufes in a young writer, whick 
now, almofl foar years experience, will fcarce allow 
b£ Yet I muft dcclarie myfelf fenfible of the good- 
nature of the town; in receiving this play {6 kindly, 
with all its faults, which I muft, own were, for the 
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moft part^ very indaflrioaflj covered by the care 
of the players ; for I think, fcarce a chara^er but 
received all the advantage it would admit of, from 
the juftneis of the adion. 

As for the critics, my Lord, I have nothbg to 
fay to, or againft, any of them of any Idnd ; from 
thofe who make jaft exceptions, to thofe who find 
fanit in the wrong place. I will only make this 
general anfwer in behalf of my play, (an anfwer 
vrhich Epidetus advifes every man to make for 
faimfelf to his cenfurers) viz. That if they 'mho find 
fome faults in it were as intimate with it^at I am^ 
they would find a great many more. This is a con- 
feffion which I needed not to have made ; but how* 
ever, I can draw this ufe from it, to my own ad« 
vantage, that I think- there are no faults in it but 
what 1 do know; which, as I take it» is the firft 
ftep (o an amendment. 

Thus I may liye in hopes (fome time or other) 
of making the town amends ; but you, my Lord> 
I sever can, though I am ever 

Your Lordihip^s moil obedient, 
And mod humble fervanti 



William CoKoaeTi'* 
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T O 

Kfr C O N G R E V E^ 

V>IT HIE N" virtue inpurfuit^of feme appears, 

' ^ And forward {hoots the growth beyond th^yearit 

Wtf timily court the rifing hero's caufe ; 

Aii4 on his fide, th^ poef wifely draws; 

Befpcakiog him hereaftejr, by applauft. 

The days will comei when wc {hall alt receive" 

Returning intereft, from what notir we give; ' 

fnftruaied, and fupji^brtcd by'that jprailc^, ' 

And rep&tation, which we ftrive to raiie. 

Nature £o coy, fb hardly to be woo*d, 

f h'es^ like a miftrefs, but to be purfu'd. 

O Congreve ! boldly follow on the chace; 

She looks behind, and wants thy ftrong embrace '; 

She yields, (he yields, {urrenders all her charms, 

Bo you but force her gently to your arms : 

8nch nerves, fuch graces, in your lines appear. 

As ybtt were msCde to be her ravi{her. 

£M*yden has long extended his command. 

By right diWhe, quite through the mufes land; 

Abfolute lord ; and holding now from none. 

But great Apollo, his undoubted crown; - 

(That empire fettled, and grown old in pow'f ) 

Can wiih for nothing, but a fueceflbr : * 

Not to enlarge his limits, but maintain 

Thofe provinces, which he alone could gain* • 

His eldeft Wycherly, in wife retreat, 

Thought.it not worth his quiet to be great. 

Xiooie, wand'ring £therege, in wild pleafuies toft| 

And foreign int*re{ls, to his hopes long loll : ^ 

Poor Lee and Otway dead ! Ck>ngreve appeart* 

The darling, and Uift comfort of his years : 

May'ft thou live long in thy great Mafter*8 fiailesi 

And growing under himj adom thcfc iflct s 
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'To Mr COKGRBfl; m 

Ittt when—-— when p»rt of bkn (be that' Imt hit) 

His body Tielding mail fubmit to fate, 

l<eaTJO{ his dcathleis works, and thee behindy 

(The natural fucceffor of his mind) 

Then may*ft thoa lini^ what he has b^gon; 

Heir to his merit, but ia fame his Ibo. 

What thou haft done, fliews all is in thy pow'r ; 

And to,wi-ite better, only muft write more. 

'Xis ibmethiog to be willing to commend ; 

But my beftpraiie is, that I am your friend. 

Thomas SovTKEXifi.. 

To Mr C O N G R E V E. 

TH £ danger's great in thefe cenforious dayi. 
When critic* are fo rife, to venture praiic : 
When the infeditious and ill-natur*d brood 
Behold, and damn the wprk becaufe '>is good; 
And with a proud| ungenerous fpirit, try 
To pafs an oftracifm on poetry. 
But you, my friend, your worth does fafdy bear ■ 
Above their fplecn ; you have no caufe for fear i 
Like a well-m^ed hawk, you took your flight 
Quite out of reaeh, and almoft out of fight. 
As the ftrong fun, in a fair fumrner^ day, 
Tou riie, and drive the.mifts and clouds away. 
The owls and bats, and all the birds of prey* 
Each line of yours like polilli*d fteel's fo hard» 
In beauty fafe it wants no other guard : 
Kature herfclf *s beholden to your drefs. 
Which thougii ftill like, much fairer you exprefi* 
Some vainly flriviog honour to obtain, 
Leave to their heirs the tra&c of their brain, 
Like China under ground, tfie ripening Avare, 
In a long time, perhaps grows worth our care .* 
But you now reap the fame, fo well you've fown j 
The planter tades his fruit to ripcnefs grown. 
As a fair orange-tree at once is fccn. 
Big with what's ripe, yet fpringing ftill with green 5 
2 
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tH" To Mr C O N O R E V E. 

So at otte time mj worthy firiend aj^esFt, 
With all the fap of youth, and weight of yeart* 
Accept my pious love, as foiward zeal, 
Whic)i, though it ruins me, I can*t conefal : 
Cxpos'd to cenfure for my weak applaufe, 
I*m pleased to fufier in fojuft a caufe : 
And though my ofiering may unworthy prove. 
Take, as a friend, the wiihes of my love. 

J. Marsv. 

To Mr C O N G R E V E. 

«T/ I T, like true gold, refined from all allay* 
^ ^ Immortal is^ and never can decay ; 
*Tis in all -times and languages the iame ; 
Nor can an ill tranilation quench the iiame : 
For though the form and faihion don*t remain* 
Th* intrinfic value (UU it will retain. 
Then let each ftudied fcene be writ with art ; 
And judgment fweat to form the labour 'd parts 
Each charadlA- be juft, and Nature feen ; 
Without th* ingredient, wit, *tivall but phlegm : 
For that*8 the roul,^hich all the raafs nm^ move. 
And wake our paifions into grief, or love. 
9ut you, too bounteous, fow your wit fo thick. 
We are furpriz'd, and know not where to pick : 
And while with clapping, we are juft to you, 
Ourfelvcs we injure, and lofe finncthing new. 
What mayn't we then, great youth,-of thee prefage! 
Whofe art and wit fo much traafcend thy age ? 
How wilt thou fhine at thy meridian height. 
Who, at thy riling, giv'ft (b vaft a light I 
When Dryden dying fhall the world deceive. 
Whom we immortal, as bis works, Itelieve ; 
Thou ihalt fuccced, the glory of the ftag^t 
Adorn and entertain the comic age. 

BeViL HxGGOKttf 
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I* R O L O G U E, 

Intended for tbe 

OLD BACHELOR. 

Written by the Lord FALKLAND. 

jLtf OS T authors on the ftage at firft appear 

^ ^ Like widotrs bridegrooms, full of doubt and fear : 

They judge, from the experience of the dame. 

How hard a taik it is to quench her flame : 

And who fails fliort of furniHiing a courfe, 

Up to his brawny predeccflb'r's force, 

With utmoft rage from her embraces thrown, 

Remains convidled, as an empty drone. 

Thus often, to his fliame, a pert beginner 

Proves, in the end, a miferable (inner. 

As for our youogfter, I am apt to doubt him. 
With all the vigour of his youth about him : 
But he, more fanguine, tru(ls in oavand-twenty, 
And impudently hopes he (hall content you ; 
For tho* his bachelor be worn and cold, 
Be thinks Che young may club to help the old ; 
And what alone can be atchiiv'd by neither, 
Is often brought about by both together. ' 

The briikeft of you all have felt alarms, y 

Finding the fair one proftitute her charms, y 

With broken fighs, in her old f ambler *s arms. J 

But for our fpark, he fwears he'll ne'er be jealous 
Of any rivals, but young lufty fellows. 
Faith let him try his chance, and if the (lave, 
After his bragging, prove a wefhy knave. 
May he be bani(h*d to feme lonely den. 
And never more have leave to dip his pen : 
But if he be the champion he pretends. 
Both fcxes Ture will join to beJMs friends ! 
For all agree, where all can have their ends. 
And you muft own him for a man of might, 
U he holds out to plcafe you the third night. 

Vol. I. ^ B 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



PROLOGUE. 

Spoken by Mrs BR ACEGIRDLE. 

TJ O W this vile world is changM I in former days, 

*^ Prologues were fcrious fpccchcs before plays ; 

Grave folemn things, as graces are to feads: 

Where poets begg*d a blefling from their guefts. 

But now, no more like fuppliants we come ; 

A play makes war, and prologue is the drum : 

Arm'd withkpen fatire, and with pointed wit, "1 

We threaten you who do for judges fit, ^• 

To iavc our plays, or elfe we'll damn your pit. ^ 

But for your comfort, it falls out to-day, 

We've a young author, and his firft-born play ; 

So, ftandingonlyon his good behaviour, 

He^s very civil, and intreats your favQur. 

Kot but the man has malice, would he fliow it, ^ 

But on my confcience he's a bafliful poet ; ^ > 

you think that ftrangc— no matter, he'll out-grow it. J 

Well, I'm his advocate— by me he prays you, 

(I don't know whether I fliall fpeak to pleafc you) 

3de prays— O blefs me I what fliall I do now! 

Hang me if I know what he prays, or how! 

And 'twas the prettied prologue as he wrote it I 

Well, the duce take me, if 1 han't forgot it. 

Lord, for heaven's fake cxcufe the play, -^ 
Becaufe, you know, if it be dama'd to day, > 

1 (hall be hang'd for wanting what to fay. J 
For my fake then but I'm in fuck cjonfufion, 

1 cannot (lay t« hear your rcfoluUoji. 
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E P I L O G U Et 

Spoken by Mrs B A R R Y. 



As a rafli girl, who wtU alf hsiZAids ruft. 
And be cnjoyM the/ furc to be uodone i 
Soon as her curiolity is over. 
Would give the world (he could her toy recover : 
So fares it with our poet, and Vm feut 
To tell you, he already does repent. 
Would you were all as forward to keep lent^ 
Kow the deed*s done, the giddy thing ha? leifure 
To think o'th*fting that's in the tail of pleafure. 
Metbinks, 1 hear him in con&dcration ! 
What will the world fay ? whcre*s my reputation ? 
Now that's at ftake — No, fool, 'tis out o* fafliion. 
If lofs of that {hould follow want of wit, 
Bow many undone men were in the pit ? 
Why that's fome comfort to an author's fears, 
If he's an afs, he will be try'd by's peers. 
But hold— 'I am exceeding my commiflion ; 
My bttfinefs here, was humbly to petition : 
But we're (b us'd to rail on thefe occafions, 
I could not help one trial of your patience : 
For 'tis out way (you know) for fear o' th' wor A, 
To be beforehand ftill, and cry fool firft. 
How fay you, fparks ? how do you (land affed^ted ? 
I fwear, young Bays within is fo dcjeiflfced, 
'Twou'd grieve your hearts to fee him ; {hall I call him? 
But then you cruel aitics would fomaul him ! 
Yet, may be you'll encourage a beginner ; 

But how ? Juft as the devil does a finner. 

Women and wits are us'd e'en much at one, 
You gain your end, aod damn 'em when you've dont* 
B a 
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Dramatis Perfonat^ 



M E. N. 



HtlKTwxLL, a f«ly old bachc- -s 

lor, pretending to flight wo- r Mr Bittertok^ 

men, fccrctly in love with Sil- C 

via, -^ 

Bell HOUR, in love with Belinda, Mr PowiL. 
VAiisLovE.capricioosinhislovcj 1 Mr Williams. 

in love with Aiaminta, J 

ShAR?KR, MrVlRBRUGGIK^, 

SirJosfiPH WxTTOl., Mr Bo WEN. 

Captain Bluff, Mr Haimes. 

FosDLEWiFx, a banker, MrDocGET. 

Setter, apimp, Mr UNDiRHiLt. 
STcrvant to Fondlcwifc. 

WO M E N. 

AXAMINTA, in love with Vain- | MrsBxACEGiROLB, 

love, -* 

BELisDA,hercotjfin, anafFcacd 7 Mrs Mountfout-, 

ladf , in love with Bcllmonr, J 
LiETiTiAjwifctoFondlewife, Mrs Barry. 

Silvia, Vainiovc's forfaken mi- 7 MrsBowMAN,. 

ftrcfs, -* 

Lucy, her maid, Mrs.I-RiGR. 

Boy and Footmen. 

SciNE, LONBON; 
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T ^ E 

OLD BACHELOR. 

A C T I. S C ENE I. 
SCENE, the Street. 

BELL M OUR ani VAINLOVX mtttlng* 
BiLLMOUlt. 

VAIN LOVE, and abroad fo early! good morrow j 
I thought a contemplatWe lover could no more have 
parted with his bed in a xnorniag, than he could 
have flept In*t. 

Vaiiu fiellmour, good morrow— Why, truth on'i is, 
tbeie early failles are not ufual to me; but bufinefs, as you 
fee, Sir — \,Shev)\ni letters.^ And buQnefs mud be followed^ 
or be loft. 

B^n, Buiinefs \-^ A nd fo muft time, my friend, 

be clofe purfued, or loft- Bufinefs is the rub of life, per- 
Tcrts our aim, cafts ofT the bias, and leaves us wide and 
ihort of the intended mark. 

Vaiit. Pleafure, I guefs, you mean. 

Belt. Ay, what elfe has meaning ? 

Vain, Oh, the wife will tell you— • 

Beil, More than they believe dr underftand. 

Vain, How, how, Ned, a wife man iky more than he un- 
dcrftnnds ? 

BtU, Ay, ay, wifdom*s nothing but a pretending to 
Ieiiow and bcHcvc more than we really do. l^ou read 
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x$ THE OLD BACHELOR, 

but of one wife man, and all that he knew wa«, that be 
knew nothing. Come, come, leave bufinefs to idlers, and 
ivifdom to fools : they have need of 'emt wit, be my fa- 
culty, and plcafure my occupation ; and let fathec Time 
ihake his glafs. Let low and early fouls grovel *till tbcy 
have work'd them (elves fix foot deep into a grav e 
Bufiners is not ray element— -I roll in a highef orb^ 
and d\vell 

Vain. In caftles i'th** air of thy own building : tbat't th^ 

element, Ned. Well, as high a flier as you are, I 

have a lure may make you floop. ' [Flings a letter^ 

Bell, I marry, Sir, I have a hawk's eye at a woman's 

hand^ There's more elegancy in the falfe Spelling of thi* 

fuperfcription [Takes up the letter,'] than in all Cicero- 
Let me fee — How now! Dear perfidious VainUve, [SeadSm 

Vain, Hold, hold, sMife, that's the wrong. 

Belig, Nay, let's fee the name (Sylvia!) how cand thou 
be ungrateful to that creature? She's extremely pretty,, 
and loves thee entirely-— I have heard her breathe fuclr 
raptures about thee 

Vain. iVy, or any body that flic's about— 

BeiL No, faith, f rank^ you wrong her ; flie has beei» 
juft to your 

Vain. That's plcafant, by n>y troth, from thee^who haft 
had her. 

Bell, Never— her affe^Stions : 'tis true, by Heav'n, flic 
owu'd it to my face; and bluihing like the vii^gin morn 
when it difdofed the cheat, which that trufty bawd of Na- 
ture,- Night, had hid, confefs'd her foul was true to you j 
though 1 by treachery had ftoln the blifs ■ 

Vaitt, So was true as turtle — in imagination, Ned, ha I 
Preach this doiStiine to huA>and8, and the married women 
will adore thee. 

Bell. Why, faith I think it will do well enough^ If 

the hufband be out of the way, for the wife to ihew her 
fondnefs and impatience of his abfcnce by choofiug ajiovet 
as like him as iliecan; and what is uxUike, flie may help 
out, with her own fancy. 
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^ Vain. Bat is it not aux abn/^ to thcjovcr to be made » 
blind of? 

Bell. A% jou fay tbc abuie is to the lover, not the hu^ 
band : for *tis an argument of her great zeal towards hini» 
that (he will eoioy htm in effigy. 

Vain, It muft be a very fopcrftitions country, whert 
foch zeal pafles for true devotion. I doubt it will be 
damn'd by all our Protefbtnt bu/bands for flat idolatry— - 
But if you can make Alderman Fondlewife of your peritia- 
fioD, this letter will be needleis. 

BelU What, the old banker with the handfome wife ? 

Vain, Ay. 

BtlL Let me fee, Lsetitia ! Oh 'tis a delicious morfel. 
Dear Frank, thou art the true ft friend in the world. 

Vain, Ay, am .1 not ? To be continnalty ilarting «f 
hares for you tocourfe. We were certainly cut out for 
one another; for my temper quits an amour juft where 
thine takes it up— But read that, it is an appointment for 
me this evening, when Fondlewife will be gone out of 
town, to meet the mafler of a ihip, about the return of a 
venture which he's in danger of lofiog. Read, read. 

BeU. [Reads,'] Huni, hum—" Out of town this evening, 
'* and talks of fending for Mr Spinfext to keep me compa- 
" ny ; but Til take cave he fliall not be at home." Good ! 
Spin text i Oh the fanatic one-ey*d parfon ! 

Vain, Ay. 

Bell {^Rtads.'] Hum, hum—" That your convcrration 
"will be much more agreeable, if you can counterfeit his 
•* habit to blind the fcrvants.'* Very good ! Then I muft 
be difguifed— With all my heart— —It adds a gufto to an 
amour; gives it the greater refemblance of theft; and 
among us lewd mortals, the deeper the fin the fwceter. 
Frank, Vm amaz'd at thy good-natnre— ^ 

rax«;- Faith, I hate love when 'tis forc'd upon a man, as 
I 60 wine— ——And this bufiiiers is none of my 
fetking; I onty happened to be once or twke, where Lett- 
'tiaw^as the handfooied woman in company, foconfequent- 
ly applied myfeif tp her ■ And It fcems Ihe has 
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taken me at my word-— «-Had yoa beca there, or any 
body, *thad been the fame. 

BelU I vfiQi I may fucceed as the fame. 

Vain, Never doubt it ; for if the fpirit of cuckoldom b^ 
once raifed up in a woman, the dcyil can*t lay it, 'till ihc 
has done't. 

Bell, Pr'ythec, what fort of a fellow is Fondlewifc ? 

Vam. A kind of mongrel zealot, fometimes very preciie 
and peeviih : but,! have feen him pleasant enough in his 
way ; much addi<Sted to jealoufy, but more to fondneft 3 
fo that as he's often jealous without a caafe, he's as often 
iatisiied without reafon. 

Bell, A very even temper, and fit for my parpofe. I 
snuft get yonr man Setter ro provide my di/guiie. 

Vain, Ay, you may take him for good and all if you 
will, for you have made him fit for no body elfc— — 
Well 

BelL You're going to vifit in return of Silvia's letter 
-Poor rogue. Any hour of the day or night will 



/erve her-^ — p-fiut do you know nothing of a new rival 
there ? 

Vain. Yes, Heartwell, that farly, old, pretended wo- 
man-hater, thinks hef virtuous; that's one reafon why 
I fail her : I would have her fret herfclf out of conceit 
with me, that Hie may entertain fome thoughts of hiok. 
I know he vifits her ev*ry day. 

Bill. Yet rails on ftill, and thinks his loye unknown to 
us ; a little time will fwcH him fo, he mufl be forc'd to give 
it birth; and the difcovery muft needs be very pleafant 
from himfelf; to iee what pains he will take, and how he 
will ftrain to be delivered of a fecret when he has mifcar- 
ried of it already. 

Vain, Well, good morrow, let's dine together; Til .meet 
you at the eld place. 

Bell. With all my heart; it lyes convenient for us to pay 
our afternoon (crviccs to our midreffes. 1 find I am dam* 
nably in love, Vm fo uncafy for not having feen Belinda' 
yeftcrday. 
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• Vak, But I faw my Araminta, yet am as impatieot. 

S C E N E' n. 

BELLMOUK aUnt. 

Beil. Why what a cormorant in Iotc am I! who not 
Contented with the fla^cry of faooourable love in one place, 
and the pleaAire of enjoying fome half a fcore miftrciTca 
of my own acquiring, muft yet take VainIove*8 bufineft 
upon my hands» becaiifc it lay too heavy upon his : &> am 
not only forc'd to lie with other mens wives for 'era, but 
fnuft alio undertake the harder taik of obliging their mi* 
fircfl*c5 — I mud take up, or I fhall never hold out ; £k£k 
and blood cannot bear it^^lways. 

ft C £ K £ lit 

Zrt kiml S H A R P c lU 

Sba^p. I'm forry to fee thii, Ned; once a man comet 
to his ibliloquies I give him for gone. 
Beil* Sharper, Tm glad to fee thee. 
Sharp, What, is Belinda cruel, that you are Co thought* 

r«i? > 

BeiL No, faith, not for that i But, there's il 

bufineis of con&quchce fall'n^out to-day, that requires 
ibme Gonfideratioa. 

iSi^^. Prithee what mighty bufiners ot coofequence 
canft thou have I 

Bell. Why, you muft know 'tis a pierce of work to« 
iRttd the £nHhing ^n alderman ; it feems I muft put the 
"laft hand to it, and dub him cuckold, that he may be of 
equal dignity with the reft of his brethren i fo I muft beg 
Belinda's pardon. 

Shttrf, Fakk e'en give her over for good-and-all ; yoo 
can have no hopes of getting her for a niiftxefs*; and iht 
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is too proud, too mconftant, too afiedlcd and too wktfi 
and* too handfome for a wife. 

BelL But (lie cao't have too much money — — There's 
twelve thoufand pound, Tom.— — 'Tis true (he is excef- 
fively foppiih and afied^ed, but in my confcience 1 believe 
the baggage loves me; for ihc never fptaks well of me 
herfelf, nor fuflers any body elfe to rail at me. Then, 
as I told you, there's twelve thoufand pound^Hum— 
Wh)^Jaitb, upon iecond thoughts, (he does not appear to 
be fo very a6fe<5ted neither— —Give her her due, I think 
the woman's a woman, and that's all. As fuch I am fure 
I ihall like her, for the devil take me if I don*t iuve all 
the fct. 

Sharp, And here comes one who fwears at heartily he 
liates all the fcx. 



S C E N £ IV. 
iTothem:} HtHRTWKLL. 

^ell Who ? Heartweil ! Ay, but he knows better things 
-How now, George, where haft thou been fnarflng 



odious truths, and entertaining company like a phyficfan^ 
with difcourfe of their difeafes and infirmities ? What fine 
lady haft thou been putting out of conceit with betfelfy 
and. perfuading that the face (lie had been making all th« 
morning, was none of her own I for I know thou art at 
unmannerly and as unwelcome to a woman, as a looking^ 
glafs after the fmall-pox. 

Heart. I confefs I have not been fneering fulibm liet 
and naufcous flattery, fawning upon a little tawdry whore 
that will fawn upon me again, and entertain any puppy 
that comes, like a tumbler, with the iame tricks ovey 
and over. For fuch I gueft may have been your late eni'* 
ployment. 

BelL Wou*d thou hadft come a littk fixaer : Vaink>ve 
would have wrought thy converfioo, and been a cbampioa 
lor the caufe. 
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Heart, What, has he been here? that's one of love*! 
April-fools, is always upon fome errand that*s to no pur^ 
pofe, e?er embarking in adventures, yet never corner to 
harbour. 

Siarff, That's because he always fets out in foul trea- 
thcr, loves to buffet with the winds, meet the tide, aad 
fail in the teeth of oppoficion. 
Hfart, What, has he not dropt anchor at Araminta? 
BilL Xcuth on*t is ilie iits his temper beft, is a kind of 
floating iAand ; (bnietimes fecms in reach, then vaniflies^ 
and k<:eps him buCicd in the fearch. 

Sharp, She had need have a good fliare of Ccnfc to ma* 
aage Co capricious a lover. v^k: 

BeiL Faith I don*t know; hc'g of a temper the oiot^PPi^ 
cafy to himfelf in the world ; he takes as miueb always of 
an amour as he cares for,, and ^uits it when it grows ftale 
or impleafant. 

Sharp. An argument of verj little pafflon, very- good 
Dndcrftanding, and very il)-nature. 

HearL And proves that YainJove plays the fool with 
^ifcretion. 

Sharp, You, Bellmour, Jtte bound in gratitude to ftickle 
for him; you with pleafurc reap the fruit, which he takes 
paini to fow ; he does the drudgery in the mine, and yjou 
ftamp your image on the gold. 

Bell, He's of another opinion, and fays T do the drud- 
gery in the mine. Well, wc shave each our {hare of fport, 
and each that which he likes bed ; 'tis his diveriion to iet» 
'lis mine to cover the partridge. 
Heart. And it ihould be mine to let 'em go again. 
Sharp. Not till you had mouthed a little, George, I think 
that's all thou art fit for now. 

Heart, Good Mr Young-fellow, you're miftaken ; at 
able as yourfclf, and as nimble too, tho* I mayn't have 
To mych mercury in my limbs ; 'tis true indeed, I don*t 
force appetite, but wait the natural call of my luft, and 
think it time enough to be lewd, ^fter I have had txrmp^ 
nation. X 
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BfIL Tix^cenou^? ay too foon, I fliould rather have 
«xpe(5led} from a perfon of your gravity. 

Heart. Yet it is oftentimes too late with fome of you 
young, termagant flafliy fmncrs— — you have aU the guilt 
■of the intention, and none of the plcafure of the prance 
•-! — 'tis true you are fo eager in purfuit of the temptatioiiy 
that you (av€ the devil the trouble of leading you into'kt 
nor is it out of difcretion, that you don*t fwallow thatliieQr 
hook yourftlves have baited, but you are cloy'd with the 
preparative, and what you mean for a. whet, turns the edge 
of your puny flomachs. Your love is like your courage^ 
which you fliew for the firft year or two upon ail occafions ; 
'till in a little time, being disabled or difarmed, you abate 
of your vigour, and that daring blade which was fo oftea 
drawn, is bound to the peace for ever after. 

Bell. Thou arc an old fornicator of a lingular good prin- 
ciple indeed! and art for encouraging youth, that they 
may be as wicked as thou act at thy years. 

Heart. I am for having every body be what they pretend 
to be*, a whoremafter be a whoremailer, and not like 
V^iinlove, kifs a iapdog with paffion, when it would dif> 
guft him from the lady's own lips. 

Bell. That only happens fometimes, where the dog 
has the fweeter breath, for the more cleanly conveyance* 
But, George, you muft not -quarrel with little gallantries 
of this nature : women are often won by 'em. Who 
would refufe to kifs a lap-dog, if it were preliminary t6 
the lips of his lady ? ' - 

Sharp. Or omit playing with her fan , and cooling her 
if {he were hot, when it might intitle him to the office of 
warming her when (lie fliould be cold r 

Bell. What, is it to read a play in a rainy daf ? tho^^gh 
you fliould be now and then interrupted in a witty ~^nc, 
and (lie perhaps preferve her laugluer, 'till the Jeft were 
over : even that may be borne with, confidering the reward 
10 profpcdl. 

' Heart. I confefs, you that are womens aifes bear great- 
er burdens ; arc forced to undergo drcHing, dancing, ijng>> 
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feg, fighing, whihing, rhyming, flattering, lying, giin- 
ning, cringing, and tht drndgciy of loving to boot. 

JttS, brute, the drudgery of loving ! 

Heart, Ay, \^hy to coroe to love through all thefe incum- 
brances, is like coming to an «(Ute overcharged with debts; 
which, by the time yt>u hdve paid* yields no further profie 
than what the bate tillage and mluiuring of the land will 
produce at the cxpence of your own fwcat. 

BelL Pr*ythee, how doft thon love .' 

Sharp. He ! he hates the fex. 

Beart. So I hate, phylic too^-^^yet I may love to take tC 
for my health. 

BelL Well cotne Qff, George, if at any time you ibould 
W taken (haying. 

Sharp. He has need of fuch an cxcufe, confidering the 
^ie&t flate of his body. 

Heart. How d'ye nwan ? 

Sharp, Why, if whoring be purging (as yon call it), then, 
f may fay, marriage is entering into a courie oif phyfic. 

fiell. How, George, does the wind blow there ? 

.Heart. It will as. -foon WoU!^ north and be-fouth — — — 
marry, quotha! I hope in Heaven I have a greater portion 
of grace, and I think I - have batted too .many of thofe 
traps, to be caught in one myfelf. 

Bell. Who the devil would have thee ? Unlcfs 'twere ail 
t>yfter- woman, to propagate. young fry for Billingfgate— - 
^y talent will never recommend thee to any thing of bet- 
ter quality. 

Hrarti, My talent is chie^y that of fpeaking truth, which 
I don't ezpedl fliall ever recommend me to people of qua- 
lity——! thank .Heav'n, I hav* vary honeftly purchafcd 
the hatred of all the great families in town. 

Sharp. And you iq return of fplcen hate them : But 
could you hope to be received into the alliance of a noblt 
family 

Heart. No, I hope Ifhafl never merit that afflidlion-— ^ 
tabc pttni{hcd with a wife of birth-^ — ^-bc a (lag of the 
taik head, and bear my horns aloft, like one of the fup- 

Vol. I. C ^ 
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porters of my wife's corat. SMcath, I would not be a cnc- 

kold to e*er an illufViious whore in England. 

BelL What, not to make your family, man! and provide 
for your children ? 

Sharp. For her children, you mean. 

Heart, Ay, there youVe nick*d it ^there's the dcvfl 

upon devil O the pride and joy of heart 'twould be to 

ne, to have my Ton and hdr refemble fuch a duke 

to have a fleering coxcomb feoff and cry, Mr, your fon*i 

mighty like his Grace, has jufl his fmile and air of *s face. 

Then replies another Methinks he has more of the. 

Marquis of fuch a place, about his nofe and eyes; thoC 
lie has my Lord What-d'ye-call's mouth to a tittle 
Then, I, to put it off as unconcern'4* come chuck the 
infant under the chin, force a fmile, and cry, Ay, the boy 

takes after his mother's relations when the devil and 

Ihe knows, 'tis a little compound of the whole body of 
mobility. 

^^' n Ha. ha/ha. 
Sharp, S 

BelL Well, but George, *! have one qadli(m to aik 

you — 

Heart. Pfliaw, I have prattled away my time — T hope 
you are in np hafte for an anfwer f or I flian't ffay 

now. -ILooking on his -watek 

Bell. Nay, pray thee, George— 

Heart, No : bciides my bufincfs, I fee a fool coming thtt 
'way. Adieu, 



« -C E N fi-r ▼. 

SHARPER, BELLAfOUR. 

Bell What does he mean ? Oh, 'tis Sir Jofcph Wittol 
.with his friend; but I fee he ha« turn'd tbs coraer, and 
goes another way. . ; . 

Sharp, What in the name of wonder is it ? 
Bell Why, a fool. . ^ " * 
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Sharp, *Tis a tawdry outfidc. 

Bell. And a very bc2[garty lining — —yet he may be ' 
worth your acquaintance a little of thy chymiftry, 
Too^ may exira<^ gold from that dirt. 

S6arp. Say you fol 'faith I am as poor as a chymift, and 
would be as indufbrious. But what was he that followed him ? 
Is not he a dragon that watches thofe golden pippins ? 
' BelL Hang him, no, he a dragon ! if he be, 'tis a very 
peaceful one; I can infure his anger dormant; or {honU 
he fetm to rouze, 'tis but well lathing him, and he will 
fleep like a top. 

Sbarp, Ay, is he of that kidney ? 

Bell. Y<t is ador'd by that bigot $ir Jofeph wittol, as 
the image of valour : he calls him his back, and indeed 

they are never afunder yet laft night, 1 know not by 

what mifcHance, the knight was atone, and had fkllcn 
into the hands of fome night-walkers, who, I fuppofe, 
would have pillaged him ; but I chanc'd to come by, and 
reicued him : though I believe he was heartily frightned, 
for as foon as ever he was loofe, he ran away, without 
fiaying to fee who-had help'd him. 

Sharp. Is that bully of his in the army ? 

Bell, No, but is a pretender, and wears the habit of a 
ibidier ; which now-a-days as often clokes cowardice, as a 

black gown does atheifm You muft know, he has bcea 

abroad went purely to run away from a campaign ; 

enrich 'd himfclf with the plunder of a few oaths 
and here vents >m againfl the general, who /lighting inea 
of merit, and preferring only thofe of intereft, has made 
bim quit the fervice. 

Sharp, Wlierein, no doubt, he magnifies his own pcr- 
iormance. 

Bill. Speaks miracles, is the drum to his own pcaife— 
the only implement of a foldier he rcfembles, like that, 
hciag full of bluftcring noife ax)d emptioefs. 

Sharp, And like that, of.no ufe but to be beaten. 

BclL Right ; but then the compatifon breaks, for 

C * ■ 
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he will uke a drubbing with as little noii<; as a pulpit« 
cufliion. 

Sharp. His name, and I haVe dose ? 

Bell. Why that, to pafs it current too, he has gilded 
with a title : he is called Captain BhifT. 

Sharp. Well, Til endeavour his acquaintance— ^ybn 
fteer another courfe, a/ e bound ' 

l^or. love's iOand; I for the golden coad : . 
May each fucceed in what he wishes moft. 



ACT II. SCENE t 



Sir JOSEPH WITTOL, SHARPER Ullonuin^ 
SU AR ITE^E. 

o U R E that's he, and alone. 

^ Sir Jo. Um ^Ay this, this is the very damn'^. 

place; the inhuman cannibals, the bloody-minded vil-- 

iains would have butchered me lai> night : no doubt the}r 

would havefiea'dme alive, have fold my (kin, and devour-- 

cd, &c. 
Sharp, How's this.? 
Sir Jo. An it hadn't been for a c»vil gentleman as earned 

by and frighted 'em away — but agad I durft not ftay to 

give him thanks. 

Sharp. This muQ be Bellmour he means — ha ! I have ar. 

thought—"*^ 

Sir Jo. Zooks, would the Captain we»c/come; the very 

remembrance makes me quake ; agad I ihajl never be re-< 

conciled to this place heartily. 
. Sharp. *Tis but trying, and being where T am at worfc 

Now luck '— — Curs'd fortune! this muft be the place, 

this damn*d unlucky place- 
Sir Jo. Agad and io it is — ^why here has been more miiC^ 

chief doue i perceive. 
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Sharp, No, 'tis gone, 'tis loft, ten tboufand devil* cm 

that ciuoce which drew me hither ; ay herC} juft here, this 

ipot to me is hell ; nothing to be found but the dcfpair of 

what Tve loft. ILookiu^ about as in fecrch. 

Sir Jo. Poor gentleman by the Lord Harry I'll ftaf 

no longer, for 1 have found too— 

. SSarp, Hal who's that has found? What have you 

found ? reftorc it quickly, or by- 
Sir Jo. Not I, Sir, not J, as Tve a foul to be iavM, I 

have found nothing but what has been to my lofs, as I may 

iay, and as you were faying, Sir. 
Sharp. O your ferrant. Sir, you are iafe then it (eems ; 

'tis an ill wind that blows nobody good : well, you may 

rejoice over my ill fortune, fince it paid the price of yout 

lanfom. 
Sir Jo. I rejoice! agad, not I, Sir; Pm very forry for 

your lofs, with all my heart, blood and guts. Sir; and 

if you did but know mc, you'd ne'er dy 1 were fo 111- 

natur'd. 
ibarp. Know you 1 why can you be fe ungrateful, t9 

forget me ! 
Sir Jo. OXord, forget him J No, no, Sir, 1 don't forget 

you — '- — becaufe I never faw your face before, agad. Ha, 

Ha, ha! 

Sharp, How! [AngrUf, 

Sir Jo. Slay, ftay, Sir, let roe rccoIIeA^-hc's a damn*d 

angry fellow — j 1 believe I had better reroembcr him, 

'till I can get out of his fight; but out o'fight, out o'mina, 

agad. [jfftde. 

Sharp. Methought the fervice I did you laft night. Sir, 

in preferving you from thofe ruffians, might have taken 

better root in your fliallow memory. 
Sir Jo. Gads-dagger s-belts-blades and fcabbard?, this i« 

the very gentleman ! how (hail I make him a return fuit- 

able to the greatneA of his merit. 1 had a pretty thing 

to that purpofe, if he han*t frighted it out of my memory, 
• Hem, hem. Sir, I moft fubmiOively implore your pardon 

lor my tranigreilion of ingratitude and omi^on; having 

c. 
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my entire dependance. Sir, upon tBe fupcrfiuity of your 
goodnefs, which, like an inundation, will, I hope, totally 
imm^rge the recoUedlkion of my error, and leave me £tbat^ 
ing in your fight upon the full-btown bladders of repen- 
tance, by the help of which I {hall once more hope to fwink 
into your favour. [Bowj. 

Sharp. So-h, O Sir, I'm eafily pacifyM, the acknowledge- 
jnent of a gentleman 

Sir Jo. Acknowledgement ! Sir, Vm all over acknowledge^ 
ment, and wi!J not ftick to {hew it in the greaceft extremi- 
ty, by night or by day, in ficknefs or in health, winter or 
iummer;^ all feafons and oc<;afions fhall teflify the reality 
and gratitude of your iuper-abundant humble fervant, Sir 
Jofcph Wittol knight. Hem, hem. 

Sharp. Sir Jofcph Wittol ! 

lir Jo. The fame, Sir, of Wittol Hall, in Comitata 
Bucks. 

Sharp. Is it poffible ! then I am happy, to have obliged 
the mirror of knighthood, and pink of courtefy in the agtf. 
Let me embrace you. 

Sir Jo, O Lord, Sir ! 

Sharp, My lofs, I cftccm as a trifle repaid with iotereft^ 
fincc it bias purchafed me the friendfliip and acquaintance 
of the pcrfon in the world, whofe chara<acr 1 admire. 

Sir Jo, You Ve only pleas'd to fay fo — but pray, if 

1 may be fo bold, what is that lofs you mention ? 
• Sharp, O term it no k)nger Coy Sir. In the fcuffle, la(t 
Bight, I -only dropt a bill of an hundred pound, which I 
confefs, I came half-dcfpairing to recover, but thanks t(^ 
my better fortune 

Sir Jo. You have found it, Sir, then it fcems ; I profefi 
l*m heartily glad. 

Sharp. Sir, your humble fervant—--- 1 don't queltion 
but you are, that you have fo cheap an opportunity of ei-^ 
prcfling your gratitude and gcnerofity : fince the paying 
fo trivial a fum, wjii wholly acquit you and doubly eajjagc ^ 
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Sir Js. What a dickens does be mean hf a triTial fam ? 
[4f^e.] Bat han't you found it, Sir ? 

Shar^ No otherwife I. tow to gad, but in mj hopes ia 
fon, Sir. 

Sirjff, Humph. 

Sberp. But that's fufficient—— 'twere injuftice to doube 
the honour of Sir jofeph Wittol. 

Sir Jo, O Lord, Sir ! 

Sharp. You are above (I'm fure) a thought fo low, t» 
fuffei me to lofe what was ventur'd' in your femcc; nay 
'twas in a manner — paid down for your deliverance ; it wa« 
fe much lent you a nd you fcorn. Til fay that for 

yon 

Sir Jo. Nay, ,1*11 fay that for myfelf (with your leave. 
Sir), I do fcorn a dirty thing; but agad I'm a Uttle out of 
pocket at prefent. 

Sharp. Pfhaw, you can't want a hundred pound. . Yout 
word is fufficient ax^ where ; 'tis but borrowing fo much 
dirt,you have large acres, and can fbon repay it m oney 
19 but dirt. Sir Jufeph — mere dirt. 

Sir Jo* But 1 profefs 'tis a dirt I have wafhed my hands 
of at prefent *, I have laid it ail out upon my back. 

Sharp Are you fo extravagant in clothes. Sir Jofeph ? 

Sir Jo. Ha, ha. ha, a very good jcft I profcfs, ha, ha, ha# 
' * ^^T Z9^ 3^^' ^^^ ' ^*^ ^^^ know that I had faid it, 
and that's a better jeft than t'other. 'Tis a iign you and 
I ha'n't 'been long acquainted ; you have lofl a good jcft 
for want of knowing me — I only mean a friend of mine, 
whom I call my back ; he flicks as clofe to me, and follows 

me through all dangers he is indeed back, breafl, and 

head'piece as it were to me agad he's a brave fellow— 

pauh, I'm quite another thing when I am withUim; I dou^t 
fear the devil (blefs us !) almod if he lie by. Ah, had he 

been with me laft night 

Sharp, if he had, Sir, what then ? he could have done 
DO more, nor perhaps have fu0er'd fo much—- ^had he s 
hufldred pound to lofe i [/%»"//> 
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Sir 7^. O Lord, Sir, by no means (but I might hsfve 
iAV*d a hundred pound) ;.I meant innocently, as I hope to 
be faved, Sir, (a damn'd hot bellow 1) only, as I was faying, 
i let htm have all my ready money to redeem his great 

' fword from limbo But, Sir, 1 have a letter of credit to 

Alderman Fondlewife, as £ar as two hundred pound, and 
this afternoon you fhall fee I am a perfon, fucfa a one a» 
you would wi(h to have met with—— . 

Sharp. That you are, 1*11 be fworii l^fide.} Why that'* 
great, and like youifclf. 

S C E N E IL 

[r/ * Arm] Captain B L U r r. 

Sir Jo. O, here a* comes— Ay, my Hcaor of Troy, wel- 
tome my bully, my back; agad my heart has gone a pit-a* 
pat for thee. 

Bluff. How now, my young knight ! not for fear I hopc^ 
be that knows me muft be a ftraugcr to fear. 
* Sir Jo, Nay, agad I hate fear ever fince I had like to 
have died of a fright — but — 

Bluff. But ; look you here, boy, here's your antidote, 

here's your Jcfuit'& powder for a fliaking fit but who 

ball thou got with thee r is he of mettle ? 

^Laying bis band on his fword. 

Sir Jo, Ay, bully, a deviliih fmart fcUow; a* wj 11 fight 
like a cock. 

Bluff. Say you fo ? then I honour him But has he 

been abroad? for every cpck will fight upon his ov.-n dung- 

hiU. 

Sir Jo. I don't know, but Til prefent you 

■ Bh'ff ni recommend myfclf Sir, 1 honour you ; I 

underftand you love fighting, 1 reverence a man that lovc» 
fighting, Sir, I kifs your hilts. 

Sharp, Sir, your icrvant, but you are mifm formed J for 
vnleft it-be to fcivc my particular fiUnd^ as Sir Jofepb 
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hire, my country, oi my rdigtoo, or in fome rery jnftifiable 
eaaie, I'm not for it. 

Bhf, O Lofd, I beg yoor pardon. Sir, I find yoo art 
not of my patlate, yon can't rcliih a diih of fighting with- 
cmt fwcet iaucc. Now I think — 6ghtingfor fighting's faki 
it fuffictcat caofe.;' fightingn^ to me*s religion and tli6 
laws. 

Sir Jo, Ah, wep laid, my hero; was not that great, Sir ! 
by the Lord. Harry be fays true, fighting is meat, drink, 
tad cloth to hitat. But b^kf this gentleman is one of the 
beft friends I have in the world, and favcd my life lafl 
BJght,-^you know. I told you. 

Btbfi Ay, then I honour him again.—^Sir, may I crava. 
your name ? - 

Sharp. Ay, Sit^ my name's Sharper^ 

Sir Jo. Pray, Mr Sharper, embrace my back-**»ery well ; 
by the Loid Harry, Mz Sharper, he's as brave a- fellow as 
Cannibal : are not you, boUyback ? 
' Sharp Hannibal, I believe, you mean^ Sir Jofeph. 
' Bi»ff. Undoubtedly he did, Sir; faith Hannibal was a 
fery pretty fellow; but Sir Jofeph, comparifbns are odious; 
Hannibal was a very pretty fellow in thofe days, it mufi 
be granted^—- but alas. Sir, were he alive now, he would 
be nothing, nothing in the earth. 

Sharp, How, S»r! I make a doubt if there be at this day 
l^gr>atergea€7al bre»klung^.- 

£luf. Oh excufe me. Sir ; have you ferv*d abroad, Sir I 

Sharp. Not I really. Sir, 

Bluff, Oh I thought fo-— ^why then you can know no- 
thing, Sir; I am afraid you fcarce know the hiftory of thd 
late war in Flanders, with all its particulars. 

Sbgrp^ Not 1, Sir, no more than public letters or gasettei 
tell us. 

Bluff. Gazette ! why there again now why, Sir, 

there are not three words of truth the year round, put 

into the gazette 1*11 tell you a ftrangc thing now as to 

that-^You muit know, Sir^ I was reiidtnt in Flanders the 
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Jaft campaign , h;id a &nsJl poft there, but no matter fbi 
that. — Perhaps, Sir, there was fcarce any thing of mooient 
done but an humble fcrvant cf yours, that ihall be uame- 
lefs, were aa cye-witncf» oi 1 won*t fa-y had tbe great- 
eft ihare iu*t; though I mrght fay that too, dace 1 name 
Ao-body, you know-— Well, Mr Sharfter, would yoa 
think it ? In all this time — as I hope for a truncheon— 
this rafcally gazette-writer never fo much as once men- 
tioned me not once, by the wars — • — took no more no- 
tice, than as if KoL Bluff had not been in the land of the 
Jiving. 

Sharp. Strange! 

Six Jo. Yet by the Lord Harry, 'tis true, Mr Sharper, 
for I went every day to coffcehoufes to read the gazette 
myfelf. 

Bluff, Ay, ay, no matter — ^you fee, Mr Sharper, after all 
I am content t(> retire — live a private peribn— ^ipio anA 
others have done it. 

Sharp. Impudent rogue ! {^Afide- 

Sir Jo, Ay, this damn*d modcfty of yours Agad» 

if he would put in for't he miglu be made general himicif- 
yet. 

Bluff, O fy^no. Sir Jofeph — you know ! hate this. 

Sir Jo, Let me but tell Mr Sharper a little, how you- 
ate fire once out of the mouth of a cannon— -^agad be 
did ; thofe ifflpen«tffabl« wbLCkeM of hi& have confronted, 
flames-^— 

Bluff. Death, what do you mean. Sir Jofeph ? 

Sic Jo, Look you now, 1 tell you he's fo modeft he*ll 
own nothing. 

Bluff* Pifh, you have put me out, J have forgot what i 
irjis about. Pray hold your tongue, ^nd give me leave. 

lAngrify. 

Sir Jo. \ am dumb. 

Bluff This fword, I think, I was telling you of , Mr 
Sharper, — this fword V\i maintain to be the beft divine, 
anatomift, lawyer or cafuift in £urope ; it (hall decide a 
contxoverfy or iplit a. caufc— — 
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Sir Jo. Nay, now I muft Tpcak; it will fplit a hair, by 
•he Lord Harry, I have fccn it. 

m»/. Zounds, Sir, it's a lie, yoo have not /ecn it, nor 
ihan*t iee it ; Sir, ^_/ay you can't fee ; what d'ye fay to 
that now ? 

Sir J9, I am blind. 

Bluff. Death, had any other man interrupted me— " 

Sir Jo. Oood Mr Sharper, fpcak to him, 1 dare not look 
riiat'way. 

Sharp. Captain, Sir Jpfeph's penitent. 

Bluff. O r am calm, Sir, calm as a difcharged culverin^i 
but 'twas indifcreet, when you know what will provoke 
me—Nay come, Sir Jofeph, you know my heat's fooa 



Sir J0. Wdl, I am a fool fometimes— but I'm forry. 

Bluff. Enough. 

Sir Jo. Come, we'H go take a glafs to drown anlmofities. 
Mr Sharper, will you partake ? 

Sharp. I wait on you, Sir 5 nay, pray Captain— you arc 
Sii Jofcph's back. 



SCENE IIL 

AR AMENTA, BE1.INDA, BETTY, noaUing i9 
Arzminvk's Apartment. 

Belin^ Ah, nay, dear — pr'y thee, good, dear fweet coufin« 
ao.morc; Oh gad, I fwear you'd make one fick to hear you. 

j^ram. Blefs me, what have I faid to' move you thus ? 

Belin. Oh, you have raved, talked idly, and all in com« 
mendation of that filthy, aukward, two-leg'd creature man 
you don't know, what you've faid, your fever hai' 
tranfported you. 

jiranK If love be the fever which you mean, Icind 
Hcav'n. avert the cure ; let me htre oil to feed that flame, 
and never let it be extindt, 'till I myfclf am jUhes. 
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Belifi. There was a whine ! , O gad, I hate yoat 

hotrid fancy— This love is the licvil, and fure to be ift 

^ove is to be poficfs*d ^'Tis in the head, the heart.thc 

blood, the— all over -O gad, you arc <ittite fpoil'd-— ^« 

I fliall lothc the fight of mankind for your fa^e. 

Aram, Fy/tWs is grofs ^ffc<5Ution— — A Uttie of Bell- 
f&our*8 company would change the fcene. 
' Bilin. Filthy fellow! I wonder, couftn ■ 

Aram* I wonder, couIjq, you iLouhi ima|^fie I 4oa*t 
^rceivc you love him. 

Belin. Oh I love your hideous fancy !- Ha, ha, ha, love 
■% man! 

Aram. Love a man ! yes, you would not love a faeaft. 

Belin. Of all hearts not an afs — ..-.^which is fo Jikc 
your Vainlovc !— Lard, I have feen an afs look ib cbaptn» 
Ha, ha, ha, (you mud pardon me, I can't help laughing) 
tbat an abfolutc lover would have concluded the poor crca* 
ture to have had darts, and flames, and altars,* and «tt 
that in his breaft. Ai^aminta, come I'll talk feriouily to 
you now ; could you but fee with my eyes, the bufoonrf 
of one fcene of addrcfs, a lover, fet out with all his equi- 
page and appurtenances ; Ogad ! fure you would But 

you play the game, and confcquqotly «an't fee the mifca*r 
riages obvious to every dander by. 

Aram. Yes, yes, I can fee ibmcthing near it, whca 
you and BcHmonr meet. You don't know that you 
dream'd of Bellmour lad night, and call'd him aloud in your 
fl«ep. 

Btlin* PiA, I can't help dreaming of the devil ibme* 
times ; would you from thence infer 1 love him ? 

^4iff. But that's not all ; you caught me in your anns 
when you named him, and prefs'd me to your bofom— 
f^re if I had not pinch'd you tiU you awak'd, you had. 
itifled me with kiffes. 

Btlin, O barbarous aipcriaoa ! 

, Aram. No afperfion, '€Ott£a» we are aldpe »« ■ * 'Nayt I ca» 
tell you iwvc» 

Belin. I deny it all. 
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i^am. What, before' you hear it ? 

B^. My denial is 4iremeaita ted like your malice 
Lard, couiin, you calk oddly ^-.- What cvcr^the matter if, 
-O my iol, Tm afraid you*ll follow evil coiiries. 

Aranu Ha, ha, ha, this is plealaat. , 

"BtliA, You may laugh, but— — 

Aram. Ha, ha, ha! 

Btlin. Yoa may think the raalidoiis gnu becomes you— < 
i'he^devil take Bellmoor — Wfay<io you tell me of him ? 

Aram. Oh it comes out*-now you are angry, I am fure 
you love him. 1 teU no body eUc, coufin ■ ■ I have 
•ot betray'd you yet. 

BeHn, Pr*ythee tell it all the worid ; it*< faUe. 

Aram, Cemne then, kifs and friends. 

^Ixn. PiOi. 

Aram, Pr'ythec don't be To peeviih. 

'Btlin. Pr'ythce don't be fo impertinent. BQty. 

Aram, Ha, ha, ha. 

Sff/y. Did your Lady^p call. Madam ? 

ZtVin, Get my hoods and tippet, and bidtIie>footmad 
•call a chair. 

Aram^ I hope you ave not going out in 4udgeon, coufia I 

SCENE IV. 
lUtheml FOOTMAIf* 



F«Mt. Madam, there arc- 



£c/i«. Is there a chair ? 

Fm/. No, Madam, there are Mr BeUmour and Mr Vain* 
love to wait npon your Ladyihtp. 

Aram. Are they below ? 

F00/. NO| Madam, they feat before, to know if you were 
at home. 

Btlhi, The vifit's to you, couiin, I fappafe I am at my 
liberty. 

Aram, Be ceady to ihew 'em np» 

Vol. I« D 
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S C E N E V. 
XTo thgm2. BETTY luith h99ds sad haiuHfzWi* 

I can't tell, coufin, I believe we are cqilally conccrn'd ! 
but if you continue your humour, it won*.t be very enter- 
taioiug— (I know Qxe.*d fain be perfuadcd to iitay.) 

l^eVttu I fliall oblige you, in leaving you to the full and 
free enjoyment of that convcrfation you admire-^— -X,eJ 
me fee; hojd the glafs — -.—Lard, I look wiet<:hedly to- 
day! 

Artm, Betty, why don't you htip my coufin ? 

[Putting on ber hooSs, 

BeVifi, Hold off your fifts, and fee that he gets a chair 

with a high roof, or a very low feat Stay, come back, 

hear you, Mrs Fidget — j^ou are fo ready to go the foot- 

pian Here, jtake *en^ all a^ain, my mind's changed, I 

von*t go. 

S C E N E VL 
ARAMiNTA. BELINDA. 

jfram. So, thrt T expedled — You won *t oblige mc thea^ 
coufm, and let me have all the company ,to myfelf. 

Belin. No; upon deliberation, I have too mtich charity 
to truft you to yourfelf. The devil watches all opportu* 
toities ; and, in this favourable difpofition of your mind. 
Heaven knows how far you may be tempted : I am tender 
of your reputatioiv ^ 

jfrMfn. I am oblig'd to yon ' " But who's malicioat 
now, Belinda ? 

. Belin, Not I ; witnefs my heart, I ftay out of pure af- 
fection. 

0fiteiu^ In my confcieace I beneve you. 
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SCENE VII. 

- ir»them2 VAINLOVE, BELLMOUR, FOOTMAN, 

' BtlL So, forttiQ« he prai»*d \ to Hnd you both withio, 
Ladies, is ■ ^ 

Aram. No miracle, I hope. 

Bill Not o'your fide. Madam, I coofefs— But my ty- 
rant there and I, are two buckets that can never come to*. 
gether. 

Belin. Nor arc ever like— —Yet wc often meet and 
elafli. 

Bell. How, never fike ! marry Hymen forbid. But this 
it is to run Co extravagantly in debt ; t have laid out Aich 
a worFd of love in youl" fervice, that you think you c%n 
never be able to pay me all : fo fhun me for the fame rea« 
Ibn that you would be a dun. 

Belin, Ay, on my conscience, and the mofl: imperti- 
nent and trouble/bme of duns. — A dun for money will lie 

quiet, when he ices his debtor ha« not wherewithal > — • 

But a dun for love is an eternal torment that never 
rcfts 

Bell. 'Till he has created love where there was none', 
and then gets it for his pains. For importunity in love, 
like importunity at court, firft creates- its own iutercft, and 
then purAies it fcr the favour. 

.^ram. Favours that are gpt by impudence and impor- 
tvoitj, are Kke difcoreries from the rack, when the af- 
flitSked perfon, for his eafe, fometimci confcfltrs fecrets his 
heart knows nothing of. 
• Vara, t fhoufd rather think favours, fo gaioM, to be due 

rewards to indefatigal>le devotion For as love is a dcity^- 

he muft'be icrv*d by prayer. 

BeU»» O gad, would you wou'd all pray to Love then, 
tad jet us alone. ' 

VaiM. Tou are the temples of lore, and 'tis through yott 
our devotion mult be conveyed* ^ 
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Aram. Rather poor filly idols of your own malkiiij^^ 
which, upon the lead difpleafure, you Corlake, and fct up 

new Freiy man, now, changes his mitlreft and bis fo- 

ligion, as his humour varies or his inured. 

Vain. O Madam - 

Aram, Nay come^ I find we are i^rowuig i^ious, and. 

then we are in great danger of being duU It my mufic* 

mafler be not gone, Til eotertaib yoU with a new fong^ 
which com^s pretty near my ovvn opinion of lOve ^Md youf 
iex — Who's there ? Is Mr Gavot gone ? [Ca//«- 

Foot, Only to the next door, Madam ; Til call him. 



SCENE yi\i. 

AKAMINTA, BEJ.INDA, VAiMLOVE a%d BECI^ 
MOUR. 

3eU. Why, you won't hear me with patience.. 

Aram. What's the matter, coufin ?. 

Bell. Nothing, Madam, only 

Helin Pr'ythce hold thy tongue— —-Lard, he has (a 

pcfter'd me with flames and ftuff* 1 think 1 (han't ofc- 

dure the fight of a fire this twelvemonth. 

3eli 'Set all can't melt that cruel frozen heart. 

Belin, O gad, I hate your hideous fancy you faid 

that once before if you muft talk impertinently, for 

Heaven's fakg let it be with variety ; don't come always, • 

like the devil, wrapt in flames I'll not hear a fentencc 

more, that begins with an / hurn—~-^ot an / befeech jouy. 
Madam, 

BelL But tell me how you would be ador'd ' , I am 
▼ery tratSlable. 

ielin. Then know, I would be ador'd in filence. 

Bell, Humph, I thought fo, that you might have alV 

the talk yourfelf you had better let me Tpeak ; for if 

piy thoughts |ly to any pkcb, I (ball make vilUiaoti* 
figiu. 
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? ' JMEtf. What will you get hj that ? to make fttch figot as 
I don't underfUnd. 

' Bfik Ay, but if 1 am toogue-tyM, I muft hare all my 
a<aion8 free too-*— <^ickco your apprehcpfioa ■ ■ and 
i"^^ let me tell you, my moft pretjulinf argument U ex* 
prds'd in dtlmb ihew* . 



SCENE IX. 

trothem^ MUSIC-MASTER. 

^ram, O T am glad, we (hall have a ibng to dirert the 
^Icourie Pray oblige u$ with the Uft new foog. 



SONG, 



Thus U a ripe xtnfenttng maiJ^ ^ 

PooTf old, repenting Delia /aid. 
Would y9u long preferve your lover ? 
Would you ji'xU his goddefi reigt^ 
Never let him all difcover^ 

Never lei him much ohtaht^ 
II. 
Men Tuill admire, adore and IcBe, 
White wijhitig at four feet they lie : 
But admitting their embraces. 

Wakes *em from their golden dream/ 
' Nothing's neii^ befides our faces f 
Every -woman is the fame, 

Aram: So, how d'ye like the foog, gentlemen ? 

Bill. O very well pcrform'd but I don't much acf- 

inire the words. 

Aram. \ cxpctftcd it there's too much truth in 'cm : 

U Mr Gavot will walk with us in the gaidcn, we ii hafC 
©3 
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it once a|raifi ^.yoa ma^ like it better M tlit fed JBi f 

hearing. You'll bring my confim 

i^c//. Faith, Madam, 1 dare not fpcalc to her, but 1*11 
auifce fignt. [jii(^re/fes Belinda m iumh /nif* 

Belm. O foh, your domb rhetoric is more ridiculous than 
your talking impertinence ; as an ape ia a anuch mo9 
troublcfbme animal than a parrot* 

jiram. Ay, couHn, and 'tis a fign the creatures mimic 
nature well ; for there arc few mao, bat do more fill/ 
things than they fay. 

Bell Well, I find, my apiOinels has paid the ranfom for 
flfty rpeech, and fet it at liberty — tho*^ 1 confefs I could be 
irell enoonh pleas'd to drive ob a love-bargain in that 
filent manner— -twould iave a man a voild of lying and 
fwcaring at the year's end. Befides, I have had a little ex- 
perience, that bringf to min d 

When wit and reafon both have faiFd to move;. 
Kind looks and anions (from fuccefs) do provCy 
£v'n lilcnce may be eloquent m love. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

SCENE, tht Sirtef. 
SILVIA Mi LUCT, 

8 X L T I A. 

WI L L he nut eomc then ! 
tuey. Yes, yes, come, I irarrant hifli, if yoo will |^ 
in and be ready to receive him. . 

jSi/v. Why did you not tell me ?— whom mean you ? 
X*tT. Whom you (hould mean, Heartwell. 
Silv, Senfeicfs creature, I meant my Vainlove, 
tucj. You may as foon hope to recover your ow»i 
maidenhead as his tove. Therefore, e'en fet your hea^t 
at sells and io i*^« ""* ^^ opportnnhy mind yow %ma 
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•Miidt. Suike Hcartwell home, before the bait*l worn 
Dff'the Inok. Age will come. He nibbled fairly yefterday, 
ftod &• doubt will be eager eaoagh to-dHy, to ^aUow the 
tcmptatioo. \ 

Silv, Well, fince thetc's ao remedy— —Yet tell me— ^ 
for I wottid know, thoiigh to the aaguiOi of mf (bui ; how 
did he rcfufe ? Tell me-*— how did be receive my letter 2 
in anger or in icorn? 

Lm^y. Nekbeif b»t what wm ten ttnet wwrfe, with 
damn'd fenfelefs indifference. By this light I could bu9e 

(pit in his faee Rcceiv'd it i Why he received it, at I 

would one of your lovers that ihould come empty*haoded( 
as a court lord does bis mercer*s biU, or a begging dedi- 

^tion he rcceiv'd it» as if' t bad been a letter fioii 

hi* wife. 

Stlv, What* did he not read it ? 

Lucy* Hum'd it over, gave yeo his refpe^, and faid, he 
would take time to pcrufe it— >but then he was in hade. 

Silv, Refpetfts, and^pcrufc it ! .He's gone, and Aramin- 
ta has bcwitch'd him from mt*— Oh bow the nani^ of ri* 
val iSres my blood !-^I could curfe *em both ; eternal jea- 
loufy attend her love, and difappointmcnt meet hit ! . Oh 
that I could revenge the totmcot be has eaas'd^^nethinki 
I feel the woman ftrong within me, and vengeance kindles 
ia the room of )oVe. 

Lacy. I have thjit in my head may make miichief. 

Silv. How, dear J-utfy ? 

Lucy, Tou know Ataminta's diflbiAbled coynefs has mot^ 
and keeps him hers 

&lv. Could we {^tfuadft him that fhe loves anbtber-*' 

Lueif. No, you're out; could we periliade hitn that 
ihe dotes on him, himfelf--*^-Contrive a kind letter at 
from her, 'twould difguft his nicety, and take away hia 
Aomach. 

Silv. Impoffibte, 'twill never take. 

Lucy. Trouble not your head. Let me alon^-r-— I will 
Inform myfelf of what pafs'd between 'cm to-day, and about 
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It (fraight— Kold, 1*01 nrtibheii, or ihacS Heartwell, \ite» 
.ftands talking at the corner— —r'tU be->-«n£o gel yott' »t 
'4Mailafn, rcceire him plcafantly, dreft op your face ia \am§» 
cence and fmiles, and diflemble the Tcrj want of diffima* 
-lation—- Yoa know wliat will take him. 

Siiv, *TH a« hard to cotnitcrfeit love, a* It i« to cooceal 
it : but rU do ny weak endeavour, though 1 fear 1 have 
not art. . 

t«ff. Hang art. Madam, and traft to aatiire fof diT- 
lemblhig. 

Man was by nature woman's cully made; 
We never are but by ooriclves betray*d« 

S C £ N E II. 

HCARTWELl/ VAINLOVE, a»d BELI/' 
M O U R following. 

Hell Hift, hift, is not that Heart well going to Silvii^? 
Va'ui, He's talking to himfclf, 1 think : prithee let*s ti^ 
If we can hear him. 

Hearu Why, whither in the devil's name am I a-going 

IM)w ?, Hum let me think Is not this Silvia's houic> 

the Cave of that enchaQtreft, and which coofequently I 
ought to fbun a« I would infciStion ? To enter here, is to 
put on the envenom'd fhirt, to run into the embraces of a 
fever, and in fome raving fit, be led to plunge myfelf into 
* that conruming fire, a woman's arms. Hal well recolkc" 
ted, I will recover my rcafon, and be gone. 
, Bell, Now, VcDus forbid! 

Vain, Hulh 

heart. Well, why do you not move ? Feet, diO your of- 
fice not one inch j no, forcgad I'm caught There 

flauds my north, and thither my needle points — ;—- Now 
« could I curfe my felt, yet cannot repent. O thou deli- 
cious, damu'd, dtar, dcftrucflivc woman ! S'dcatli how the 
'young fellows will hoot me' I fliall be the jcft' of tBc 
Cown. Nay in two days, I cxpe<^ to be chtoxxidcd ia dit« 
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If, and rung ia w^efv! ballad, to the tuac Of the fuperan* 
■uatcd maiden's comfort, or the bachelor^ fall; and ufKNt 
thethirdi I HiaUbe hang'd in cfBgyrpaAtd up forthcjaem* 
plary ornament of neceflarjr *beures and coblcr4 (lalls— 
Death, I can't think ott*t-— 111 run tiua the danges to 
loie the appreheafioa. 

SCENE nL 

BZLLMOUa, VAINLOVr. 

BelL A ttty cenain remedy, fr$hatum #/?.— .^Ha, h% 
ha, poor George, thou art i' th* right, thou haft fold thy- 
Ibtf to laughter ; the ill-natur*d town will find the jeft ju(V 
where thou haft loft it. Ha, ha, hotv a' (brugglcd, like aA 
old lawyer between two fees. 

Vain» Or a young wench, between pleasure and reputa^ 
tion. 

Bell, Or as, you did to-day, When half -afuid you faatch*! 
a kifs from Araminta. ' 

Vain* She has made a quarrel on't. 

BelU Paugh, women are o^ly angry at fuch offences, tA 
liare the pleaAire of forgiving 'em. 

Vairt, And I Jove to have the plcafure of making m^ 
peac e ■ ' ■ " ■! flioutd not efteetn a pardon if too eafily 
won. 

BdU Thou doft not know what tho» wou!d*ft be at ^ 
whether thoa woUld'R have her angry or pleas'd. Coutd'ft 
thou be content to marry Araminta ? 

Vain, Could you be content to go to heaven ? * 

Bill. Hum, not immediately, in my conscience not 
heartily. Td do a little more good in my generation firft^ 
in order to deferve it. 

Vuitt, Nor I to marry Araminta *tilh I merit her. 
. Btil, But bow the devil doft thou expe<ll to get her if ibii 
aever yield? 

Vmn^ That's troc^ but I wopl d * «* 
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Betf, Marry her without her coofent ; thou'rt a riddle 
beyond woman * 

5 C E*lf E IV. ' 

ITo thtm2 SETTER. 

Truftf Setter, what tidings } how gocf the projedl ? 

Setter. Aft all lewd projcv5l6 do, Sir, where the devil pre* 
Tcnts our endeavoiu-s with Aiccefs. 

Bell. A good hearing, tietier. 
. VatH. VVcli, m leave you with your engineer. 
. BelL And hafl thou provided neceffaries ? 

Setter. All, all. Sir; the large fandkified hat, and th« 
little precipe band, with a Twinging long fpiritual cloak, 
to cover carnal kiiavcry — not foigetting. the black patch, 
irhich Tribulation Spintext wears, as I'm infbrm'd, upoa 
one eye, as a penal mourning for the ogling oflcnces of hi* 
youth ; and fomc fay, with that eye he fiift difcovcr'd 
the frailty of his wife. 

Sell. Well, in this fanatic father's habit, will I conliefii 
^•ztitia. 

S'tter. Rather prepare her for confefiion. Sir, by helping 
her to fin. 

Bell. Be at your mafter's lodging in the evening, I QiM 
vfe the robes. 

S C E N E V.^ 
SETTER sloHt, 

t Seffer. I fhall. Sir — I wonder to which of thefc twb 
gentlemen I do moft properly appertain— —the one ufes 
me as his attendant; the oth^r (being the better acquaint- 
ed with my parts) employs me as a pimp; why that's 
much the niore honourable employment — ^by all meaat. 
1 follow one as my ma(lcr|'a*othcr foUovi me as his cmx^ . 
^U(aor, 
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S C E N E VI. 

C^'^ A'wJ LUCY. 

Lucy. There's the hang-dog his man I had a pow«f 

over him in the reign of my miftreis; but he is too true a 
valet de chambre not to siffaSt hit siaflcr's faults; and 
confequeotly is revolted from his allegiance. 

Setter, Undoubtedly 'tis impoUibk to be a pimp and not 
a man of parts. That is, -without being police, diligent, 

fecret, wary, and fo forth And to ail thib, valiant al 

Hercules That is, paflively valiant and adfcivciy obc* 

dient. Ah ! Setter, what a treafure is here loft for want 
of being known ! 

Lucj^^ Here's fbme villainy a-foot, he's fo thoughtful; 
may be I may difcover fomething in my ma(k— Worthy 
Sir, a word with you. [Pots $n ber mejk» 

Setter^ Why, if I were knowo, I might ceme to be a 
great man . 1 ■ 

Lury. Not to interrupt your meditation— 

Setter, And I (hould not be the firft that has procured 
,his greatnefs by pimping. 

Lucy Now poverty and the pox light upon thee, for a 
contemplative pimp. 

Setter. Ha ! wliat art, wi^o thus malicioufly haft awa« 
keil*d me from my dream of glory ? bpeak, thou vile di- 
fturber — 

Litcy, Of thy moft vile cogitations— —»thou poor, eoa« 
eeited wretch, how wert thou valuing thyfeif upon thj 
mafter*4 employment ? For he*s the head-pimp to MrBell^ 
mour. 

Sttter. Good words, damfel, or I fliall ■ ' But how 
dofl thou know my mafler or me ? 

Lucy, Yes, 1 know both mafter and irtan to be 

Setter. To be men perhaps ; nay, faith like enough : I 
often march in the rear of piyiiui(ier| and enter thO 
J^eadiet which lie has made. 
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Lucy, Ay, the breach of faith, which he has begttfti 
ihou traitor to thy lawful princcfs. 

Setter, Why, how now! pry'thec, whoart ? Lay by that 
Worldly face, and produce your natural vizor . 

Lucy No, firrah, 1*11 keep it on to abufc thee, and leave 
thee without hopes of revenue. 

SeUir, Ob! I begin to fmoke ye : thou art Tome foriakcH 
Abigail we have dallied with heretofore, and art come t9 
ticlcle thy imagination with cemembraace of iniquitj 
paft. 

Lucy, No, thou pitiful flatterer of tby mafter*8 iroperfec? 
•ttoa; thou maukio made up of the flireds and pairings joS, 
Im fuperfluolis fopperies. 

Sitter, Thou art thy miftrcrs's foul ielf, compofed of 
her fullicd iniquities and clothing. 

X,«f7. Hang thce~ Beggar's cur— Thy mafter is 
but mumper in love ; lyes canting at the gate, but nevcY 
dares prefume to eater the houfe. 

Sitter, Thou art the wicket tothy miftrefs's gate, to be 
opened for all comers. In fine, thou art the hi^h-road 19 
thy miftrcft. 

Uicy, Beaft, filthy toad, I can hold bo longer : lookand 
tremble. [Unmajks, 

Setter, How, Mrs Lucy! 

Lucy, I wonder thou had the in^pudence to look me im 
the face. 

Setter AdA>ud, who*« in fault, miftrefs of mine ? who 
flung the firft (lone ? who undervalued my fun<5tion ? andl 
who the devil couki know you by ioftint^ ? 
t Lucy, You could know my office by inftbdl, and b« 
hanged, which you have flander'd mod abominably. It 
vexes me not what you faid of my fMyfon ; but that my 
innocent calling fbould be expos'd and icandaliz*d ■ ■ I 
cannot bear it. , 

Setter, Nay, faith, Lucy, Vm. lorry, TU own myiclf to 
blame, though we are both in fault as to our officea- 
Come, ril make you aoy lepairatioa* 

Lucy, Swear.* 
a 
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Setter. I tio fweat, to the utmoft of my power. 

Lacy. To be brief then; what is the rcaibn yosr ma* 
fter did not appear to-day according to the fummons I 
brought him ? . 

Setar. To anfwer you a« briefly^— He has a cftufe to 
he tried in another court* 

Lixy, Come, tell me in plain terms, how forward is he 
with Aramiata. 

Setter. Too forward to be turnM back — Though he's a 
little in difgrace at prefent about a kifs which he forced. 
Yon and 1 can kifs, Lucy, without all that. 

Lucy, Stand off— He's a precious jewel. 

Setter, And therefore you'd have him tofet in your lady's 
tocket. 

Lacy, Where is be new ? 

Setter, He'll be in the piaoKtSL prctcntly. 

Lucy, Remember to-day's behaviour— let me fee yott 
with a penitent face. 

Setter, What, no token of amity, Lucy ? you and I don't 
ufe to part with dry l>ps« 

Luey, No, no. a vaunt — I'll .not be flabber'd and kifs'd 
now — l*m not i'lh*^ humonr. 

^ Setter, I'll not quit you fo— I'll follow and put you into 
the humour. 



SCENE vn. ' 

Sir J O S £ P H W I T T O L, B L U r F. 

Bluf. And fo out of your unwonted gcncrolity— — 

Sir Jo, And good-nature, back; I am good-natur'd, and I 
can't help it. 

Bluff, You have givdi him a note upon Fondiewifc for 
a hundred pound. 

Sir Jo, Ay, ay, poor fellow, he ventur'd fair for't. 
■Bluff* You' have difobliged me in it— —for 1 have oc« 
ctiion for the money/ and if you would look me in the 

Vol. L Bi 
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€ace again and live, go, and force him to fcdeliver you tlie 
aote^go— and briqg it me hither. l*li lUj here tot 
-you. 

Sir Jo. You may ftay kin tiic day of judgment then : by 
the Lord Havry, Ihnow better things than xo be run thro* 
the guts for sft hundred pound-— ^Wby^ I ^gavc that -hun-. 
^ed pound ^or being faved, and d'ye think, an there ^nrcre 
no danger, I'll be fo ungrateful touke it from the gentle* 
jBan again? • 

Bhif, WcH,gofoliim'fortne ^^Teil hhn, I fay he 

•mad fefund— — :<>' Bilbo's the word,aDd daughter will en* 
fne if he rcfufc, tell hi m ■ ' but whifper that tell 
3jim— ril pink his foul— >bue -whifper that foftly to him. 

Sir Jo, So foftly, that lie fhall never hear on*t I warrant. 
jou — ^why, what avdevilV the matter, bully, are you mad? 
^r d*ye thii^ Vm mad ? Agad for my part, 1 don*t Iqve to 
4}e the mcfleiiger.of ill news; *4is a& ungrateful ofi^ce — So 
.tell him yourfclf. 

Blttff, Ey thefe hllt& J belies he frighted you iqto thi« 
<Qmpoiition: IlieUeve you gave it him out of fear, pure, 
|)altry fear— — confcfs- 

Bir Jo^ No, no, hattg*t I was not afraid neithe r ■ 

ttho* I confcfs he did in a manner ihap me up yet I 

<:an't fay that it waf altogether out of fear, but partly to 
.prevent mifchicf— for he was a dcviU(h choleric fellows 
.and if my choler had been up too, agad there would have 
been mifchief done, that's flat. And yet I believe if you 
iiad been by, I would as foon have let him a'h^d a huni- 
.dred of my teeth. Adfheart, if fae-ihould come juft now 
mhcQ. I'm angry, I!d tell him— rMum. 

« C £ K £ TUL 

ir9 th«m2 BSLLMOUR, SHARP £ R. 

Bell. Thou*rt a lucky rogue; there's your beoefadori 
<you ought to cetttia him thanks now you have receiT*d the 
•iMour. ^ • 
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Sharp, Sir Jofcph your note wai accepted; and the 
Boney paid at fight : Tm come to return- my thanks- 
Sir 79. They won*t be accepted fo readily at the bill. 
Sir. 

Btll, I doubt the knight repeotB, Tom ■ He looks 

Ukc the knight of the forrowfttl face. 

Sharp. This is a double gcneroiity*— — Do meakindneTt^ 
and refuft my thanks-^— fiat I hope you are not offended- 
that I ofFer'd *em. 

Sir Jo, May be I affli Shr, may be I am not, Sir, may be^ 
tam both, Sir; what then? I hope I may be oftnclcd, 
without any ofTcnce to you, Sir. 

Saarp, Hey-day ! Captain, what's the matter ? you can- 
tell. 

Bhiff. Mr Sharper, the matter is plain— ——'Sir Jofeph hat 
found out your trick, and does not care to be put upon, 
fictng a man of honour. 

S^arp. Trick, Sir ? ^ 

Sir Jo. Ay, trick, Sir, and'won^t be put upon, Str, being, 
a man of honour, Sir, aoii fo, Sir "^ 

Sbarpu Harkec, Sir.j9fcph, a word wiih ye—In con- 
fideration of fome favours lately received, i would not' 
have you draw yourfclf into a premunire, by trufiing to 

that fign of a man there that pot-gun charg*d with 

wind. 

Sir Jo. O Lord, O I^ord, . Captain, come j^fUfy yourfclf 
— ni give him the lie if you**!! ftand to it. 

Sharp, Nay then I'll be bcfoirchand with you, take that. 
— Oafe. » [O^ffs him. 

Sir Jo, Captain, will you fee this? won't yon pink hit 
foul ? 

Bluf, Hu(ht, 'tis not Co convenient now ^I ihall find 

a time- 

Sharp. What, do you mutter about a time, raical ? 
You were the incendiary— There's to put you in mind of 
year time A memorandum. [Kicks hitm. 

Bluf. Oh this is your time. Sir, you had -befl make uA- 
«a*.t. 
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Sharps I gad and To I will: there's agaia for you.. 

[Kkks WWfc - 

B'of. you arc obliging, Sir, but this is too public a 
place to thank you in : but in your ear, you arc lo be fecft 
«igaio. 

Sharp. Ay, thou inimitable coward^ and to be felt -* 

as for example^ [Kkks him, 

Rjll Ha, ha, prithee come away ; 'tis icandalousto kick 
tliis puppy, unlefs ^ man were cold, and had no other way 
to gc; himfcll a beat. 

SCENE rx. 

Sir J O S E P H NV i T T O L, B L U F F. 

Bhf. Very:ivell rcry fiuc bat *t is no matter 

Is not this fine, Sir Jofeph ? 

Sir Jo. 'Iiidifflrent, agad \i\ my opi'nion very indiffe- 

leut I'd rather go plain all my life, than wear ftich' 

liiiery. 

B-.uff. Death and hell ! to be affronted thsjs ! Til die beforc^ 
ril fufTcr it. \Orawf, 

J'ir Jc. O lord, his anger was not raifcd before- • 

r.ay, dear Captain, don't be in a palFion now he's gone— 
V'dl up, put up, dear back, 'tis your Sir Jofeph begs, come^ 
ccme, let me kit's thee; fo, fo, put up, put up. 

B'uff By Heav'n 'ti& not to be put up. 

i\tJo. What, Bully? 

B nff- The affront. 

Sir Jo. No, agad no more 'tisjfor that's put up already ^ 
thy .fword I mean. 

Bluff. WcU, Sir Jofcpb, at your intrcaty— But were not 
you, my friend, abu^'d and cuiT'd and kick'd? 

~ IFutt'/ig up his /word,. 

Sir Jo. Ay, ay,fo yflu were too; no matter, 'tia paft. 

Bluff. By the immortal thunder of great guns, 'tis fallc 
'—he fucks not vital air who dares affirm it to this' face. 
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Sir J9, To that face I grant you/ Captain — =-No, no, 
I grant you— Not to that face, by the ^jord Harry— If 
you had put on your fighting face before^ you had done 
his bufinefs — he durft as foon have kif«*d you, as kicked you 
to your face — Bbt a man can no more help what*s done 

behind his back, than vrhat'9 iaid Come, we'll think na- 

morc of what's paftl 

Bluff, V\l call a council of war wtthia to coniider of voiff 
fcvenge to come. 

S C £ K S X« 
&*£ A R T WSLL, •SILVIA* SiWU;! Apartmenfi 

S a ^ N p« , 

^f Amord and Thytfts lay 
Melting the hoars ingfntle play; 
Joining faces, mingling ktffeiy 
And exchanging harmlefi hltffes .• 
"Re tremhling cffd -with eager bajlfi 
let me feed as -well as tafle / 
J tRe, if Vm not ivbolly hleft, 

lifter the Jong, a dance of antrcs.J 

Silv, Itideed^it is very fine— -I could* look upon 'cm all 
fey. 

Heart. Well, has this prcvaifd forme, and will you look- 
upon TOC ? 

S/lv, If yon could fing and dStntc £0, 1 Ihbald 16ve to 
bok upon you too. 

Heart. Why *t was I fvmg anddftncM; Tgavirmufic to 

die voice, and life to their meafures Look you here, 

SiWia, IPulling out a purfe and chinking //.] here are fongs • 

and dances, poetry and roufit h.irkl how ftvectly one 

guinea rhymes to another and how they dance to the 

mufic of their own chink. This buys all the t'other 

aad ihif thou (halt have ; this, and all that I am wof tl» 
E 3 
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for the purchafc of thy Iwc Say, is' ie mine then, ha f 

Speak, Siren— OoHs, why do I look on her ? Yet I muft— 
Speak, dear angel, devii» faint, witch; do not rack mc^ 
with iufpence. 

Sih, Nay, don't ftaw at me fo You ^ make m& 

blufh— — I cannot look. 

Heart, Oh manhood, where art thouj ^Vhat am I come, 
to? a» woman's toy, at thcfeyearsf- Death, a bearded baby 
for a g^rl to dandle. O dotage, dotage ! That ever that* 

iioble paiTion, luft, ffiould ebb to this degree No 

reflux of vigoroua. Wood : but milky love fupplies the 
empty channels; and prompts me to the foftneft of a child 

. a mere infant and would fuck. Can you love mc^ 

Silvia? ipeak. 

S/lv. I dare not ipcak 'till I believe you, and indeed I'la, 
afraid to believe you yet. 

Heart, Death, how her innocence torments and pleaies 
me! Lying, child, is indeed the art of love; and men arc- 
generally matters in it : but I'm fo newly entered-, you. 
cannot diOruft me of any ikiU in the treacherous myOer^ 

Now by my foul- I cannot lie, though it w«e to- 

fcrve a friend or g^in a mtdrefsi. 

SHv, Muft you lie then, if you /ay you love me? 

Heart, No, m>, dear ignorance, thou beauteous change^ 

jing 1 tell thee I do love thee, and tell it for a truth^ 

a naked truth, which I'm a(h:|m*d to di^ovcr. 

Silv. But love, they fay, is a tender thing, that wiU 
finoothfrowns, and make calm an angry fece ^ will foften 
a rugged temper, and make ill humoured people good : you 
look ready to flight one, and. talk as if your paflion were 
not love, but anger. 

Heart, ' lis both, for 1 am angry with myfclf when I ana 

pleafed with you.-! And a poi upon me for loving thee 

fo well- — yet I mnft on, 'Tis a bearded arrow, and will: 

more eafily be thruft forward than drawn back» 

•" Silv. Indeed if I were well aflur'd you lov'd; but how 

• ean 1 be well afTur'd ? 

c. Uwr/..,Takq ttc iymptoms—and afk all the tyrants 
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of thy fex, if their fools arc not known by thi» panjfi ' ' 
coloured livery— •! aifl nietancholic when thou art abiejst^ 
look like an afs when thou art prefcnt, wake for thee when 
I fhould fleep ; and even dream of thee when I am awake ; 
Rgh much, drink little, eatlefs, court foUtude, am growiv 
very entertaining to myfelf, and (as I am informed) very 
troublefome to every body clfe. If this be not Iqve, it is 
madnefs, and then it is pardon able«— Nay yet a more cer- 
tain fign than all this, T give thee my money. 

Sily. Ay, but thatis.no fign; for they fay gentlemen 
will give money to any naughty woman to come to bed to 
them— -O gemini, I hope you don't mean fo— for I won't 
be a whore. 

Heart, The more is the pity. lAfiJe, ' 

Siiv, Nay, if you would marry me, you fhould not come 
to bed to me — you have Aich a beard, and would £o prickle 
one. But do you intend to marry me ? 

Heart. That a fool fhould afk fuch a malicious queflioa! 
Death, I fliall be drawn in before I know where I am 
However, 1 6nd I am pretty fure of her confent, if I am 
put to.it [/iftde,] Marry you J no, no, TU love you. 

Silv. Nay, but if you love me, you muft marry me 5 
-what, don't 1 know my father lov'd my mother, and was 
married to her h 

Heart. Ay, ay, in old days people married where they 
lov'd ; but that fafliion is chang'd, child. 

Silv. Never tell me that, 1 know it is not chang'd by 
myfelf ; for I 'love you and would marry you. 

Heart, I'll have my beard fhav'd, it flian't hurt tfece^ 
and we'll go to bed- • . ;' ;i>^^ 

Si!v. No, no, I'm not fuch a fool neither but Tcwtn keep 
myfelf honeft— -here, 1 won't keep any thing that's yours ; 
I hate you now, [Throws the Pur/e.} and I'll never fee you 
again, 'caufe you'd have me be naught. [Going, 

Heart. Damn her, let hcf go,, and a good riddance — ^yet 
£0 much tenderneis and beauty — and honefly togctlunr is a 
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jewel — -ftajT, SJlvia but then to many— why, 6retff 

fnan plays the fool once in his life ; Imt to marry is pUy^ 
hag the fool ^i one's life long; 

Sflv, What did yon call me for? 

Heart, I'll give thee all I hare ; and thou (halt lire with 
mt in every thing (b like my wife, the world (hall believe 
it ; nay, thou Hialt think fo thyfelf — ^only let me not 
think fo, '•'^ 

Silv, ril die before Vl\ be your whore— as well as,! 
love you. 

Hfart, afide.l A woman, and ignorant, may be^ hcmeft^ 
when 'tis out of obftinacy and contradidkion— but s'death.! 
It is but a may be, and upon Icurvy t^rms— — Well, fare- 
well then— if I can get out of fight I may get the better 
of my{clf. 

Sihfi Well— good by. [Tnrns and vnepu 

Heart. Hay ! nay coftie, we'll kifs «t parting* [Ktffes herl\ 
By -Heaven her kifs is Avccter than liberty — I will marry 
thee — there thou had done*t. All ray refolvcs melted la 
that kifs — once more. 

Silv. But when ? 

Heart, l*m impatient till it be done*; I will not give my* 
lelf liberty to think, left I flionld cool — I will about a It- 

ccncc (Iraight — in the ^vcning cxpcdk me One ksft- 

inorc to confirm me mad ; fo. 

Silv. Ha, ha, ha, an old fox trapM , 

S C B N E XT. 
. ITohtrl LUCY. 

Blcfs me ! you frighted me, I thought he had^en come- 
again, and had heard me. 

Lucy, Lord, Madan), I met your lover in as much haftc^ 
as if he had been going for a rtiidwtfe* 
- Silv. He's going for a parfon, girl, the forerunner of a 
midwife, fcjcnc nine months hence ■ Well, I find dif- 

fembiiug to our fez is as natural as fwimming to a negro j 
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\ ' we maj depend upon our flcill to fave us at a plon^ei 

I . tho* tiJl then we'^nevei made the experiment but how 

' hifk thou fuccecded ? 

■ L'tcy. As you would viOi ; fince there is no reclaiming 

I Vainlove. 1 have found otit a pique (he has taken at him, 

and have framed a letter that makes her fue for rcconcili- 
i at ion firfl. I know that will do — walk in and 1*11 fhew it 
f you. Come, Madatn,' you're like to have a happy time 

ou't, both your love and anger fatisfied ! all that, can 
'f charm our lex confpjrcs to pkal'c you. 

That woman fure enjoys a blefled nighty 
i. Whomldvc and vengeance both at once delight. 

A C T IV. S C E N E 1. 

SCENE, the Street. 
* BELLMOUR»» fan.itic habit, SETTER. 

I B-EILMOUR. 

I ^np IS pretty near the houri ILockkj^^on his vatch.] WcH 

f and how, Setter, ha ? docs my hypocrify fit m*f 

I ha ? does it fit eafy oo me ? 

f Sd. O moft religioufly well, Sir. 

Beti, I wonder why all our young fellows (hould glory in 
an opinion of Atheifm, when they may be Co much more 
conveniently lewd under tlie coverlet of i;eligiun. 

Set. S'bud, Sir, away quickly ; there's Fon^llewlfc juft 
turn*d the corner, and's coming this way. 
BeiL .Gads fo, there he is,4ie mud not fee roc. 

S C E N J? 11. 

FONDLE WIFE, B A R N A B T. 

Fond T fay I will tarry at home. 

Bar. Bur, Sir. . . 
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Fottd, Good lack ! I profcfs the fpirit of cpkti^SkSkicm 
bath poiTeft the lad — I fay I will tarry at home^^iariet. 

Bar, I have done, Sir ; then farewell ve bttndt«£^ ponnd» 

Fond, Ha, how's that ! Stay, ftay, did you leave word, 
fsij you, with his wife ? with Comfort herfelf ? 

Bar. I did ; and'Comfort will fend Tribulation hither at 
foon as evtr he comes home — X could have brought young: 
Mr Prig to have kept my miArefs company in the meaa 
time; but you fay ■ 

Fond, How, how, fay, varlet ? I iay let him not come 
Bear my doors ; I fay he is a wanton young Levite, and 
pampereth hiinfelf up, with dainties, that he may look 
lovely in the eyes of women- — Sincerely I am afraid he 
bath already defiled the tabernacle of our fifter Comfort ; 
while her good hufbaod is deluded by his godly appear- 
ance— I fay, that even lull doth fparkle in. his eyes, and 
glow upon his checks, and that I would as foon trull my 
wife with a Lord's high-fed chaplain. 

Bar, sit, the hour draws nigh — and npthing will be , 
done there till you come. 

FW. And nothing can be done here ttil i go^io thai*. 
VU tarry, d'ye fee. 

Bar. And run the hazard to Ibicf your afl&ir,' Sir ?~^ 

Fend. Good lack, good lack — I profefs 'tis a very faffici<^ 
CDt vexation, for a man to have a haodfome wife. 

Bar. Never, Sir, but when the man is an infufficient 
liufband. 'Tis then indeed, like the vanity of taking « 
Bne houfe, and yet be forced, to let lodgings, to help to- 
pay the rent. 

Fetui, I profefs a very apt comparifon, varlet; go and 
bid my Cocky come out. to me. I will give hex fomc inihruc-, 
tionc, I will reafon with her before I go. 

SCENE III. 
FONDLE WIFX afoM. 

jLnd.in the mean tixoe, I will reaibn with my fel^— —Tell' 
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me, I(a«C| why art iboQ jealous ? why an thee diftroftful 

of the wife of thy 1x>fom ? — ^becaufe £be is yoling aod vi- 

^roDs, a^d lam old and impotent. Then why didft thee 

mRrijf liaac ? — becaufc ihe was beautiful and temptiof, 

-and beeanie I .was obftinate and doating ; fo that my in* 

dinatioB was, and is ItiU, greater than my power. And 

'vifl not that which tempted thee, ^ilfo tempt others, wha 

wUl tempt her, Ifaac ^— I fear it suicb. But does not * thf 

wife love thce« nay, doat upon thee — ^yes— Why then I— 

Ay, but to lay truth, file's fonder of me than (he has rea« 

'Ion to be ; and in the way 'of trade, we ftiU fufpetft the 

finootheft dealers of ^he deepeft defigns--^nd^ that Hie h«» 

&mti defigns deeper than thou canft reach, th* haft eiper^ 

4icnted, Ifaac— -but, mum. 

-SCENE nr. 

T O N D L £ W I F £, L A E T I T I JL 

. iLrf. I hope my deareft jewel is not going to leave me, 
•are you, Nykin ? 

Foiid, Wife, haiw*>you thoroughly confidered how deteft* 
-able, how heinous, and how crying a hn, the fin of adul- 
■tcry is ? have you weighed it, I (ky ? i'or ic is a very weighty 
^ 5 and although it may ly heavy upon chee, y^t thy huf- 
band mull alfo bear his part; for thy iniquity will fall 
Upon bis head. 

Ldt. filefs me, What meaiis my dear ! 

Fond, ajide ] I profcfs {he has an alluring eye ; I am 
'doubtful whether 1 ihall'truA her, 'even with Tribulatioa 
•himfel/-—— Speak, I fay, have you conlldercd what it is to 
•cuckold your hulband ? 

Ldt. afide,} i*m amaz*d; fare be has difcovered no- 
'thing— Who has wroug'd me to my dcareft ? I hope my 
jewel does not think, that ever I bad any fuch thing in my 
head, or ever will have. , 

Fond, No, no, I tell you 1 Ihall ha^c it in my head— • 

X^tf. aftdf*} I kaow«ot what to thiaki but Tm fc* 
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lbfv'4 to find the meaning of it ^Unkind deaf! was it 

Ayr -this you fcnt to call mc ? is it not afHicSlion eaoogh 
that you are to leave me, but you mufl ftudy to increafe 

it by unjuft fufpiciona? [CrjrMj.] Well well -yoo 

know my fondnefs, and you love to tyrannize — r-Go on, 
cruel man, do, triumph over my poor heart, while it holds ; 

which cannot be long, with this ufagc of yours— But 

that's what you want ^Welt, you will have your ends 

IboDL You will— You will Yes, it will break 

to oblige you. ISigbs, 

Fi-nd. Verily I fear I ha vie carried the jeft too far • 

Kay, look you now if flic does not weep 'tis the fondeft 

fool ^Nay, Cocky, Cocky, nay, dear Cocky ,^ don't cry, 

I was but in jeft, I was i'fcck. ^ . - 

Lstt. afide.'] O then all's fafe. I was terribly frighted^ 
My afflidtion is always your jeft, 4)arbarous man i Oh that 
I ftiould love to this degree ! yet 

Fond. Nay, Cocky. 

Ldit, No, no, you are weary of me, that's it —that's 

all, you woiild get another wife — —^another fond fool, to 
break her heart well, be. as cruel as you can to me, 

ni pray for you; and when 1 am dead with grief, may 
you have one that will love you as well as I have done :- 
1 fliall be contented to ly at peace in my cold grave—*-*—' 
fincc it will pleafe you. iSighs, 

Fon~-i, G.ood lack, good lack, flie would melt a heart of 

Qak — -, — I profeA I can hold no longer Nay, dear 

Cocky— I'feck you'll break my heart I'fcck you will 

■ See 70U have made me weep made poor Nykin 

weep- ' Nay, come kifs, bufs j>por Nykin ' » ■ ■ and I 
won't leave thee 1*11 lofe all firft. 

L<t. aftde.l "How! Heaven forbid ! that tvriil be carrying 
the jeft too far indeed. 

Fond. Won't you kifs Nykin ? 

Lxt. Go naughty Nykin, you don't iovc mc. ~ 

Fond. Kifs, kifs, i'feck I do, 

tdt. No, you don't. . \Sht kjjfes b'm» 

Fond. What, not love Cocky ! 
I 
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■Ltet, No— h. [5/f*x. 

Fond. I profefs, I do loTC thee better than five hundred 

poutid — andibtbott £halt fay, for V\\ ie^ve it to ftaywitU 

thee. 

Lut, No, you (han't negle(Sk your bufinefe for me No 

indeed you fant,Nykin If you don*t go, Til think 

you been dcalous of me fltU. , 

s Jf'ond, He, he, he, wilt thou, poor fool ? Then I will go» 

I won*t be dealoua — Poor Cocky, kifs Nykin. kifs Nykin, 

•e, ee, ee Here will be the good man anon, to talk to 

Cocky, and teach her how a wife ought to behave herfelf. 

L£i. afide.'] I hope to have one that will ihew me how a 

' hu(band ought to behave himieif— — I {hall be glad to learn 

to pleafe my jewel. IKifs* 

Fond. That's my good dear, Come, kifs Nykin once 

more, and then get you in — So— Get you in, get you in. 
By, by. 

Lat, By Nykin. » 

Fond. By Cocky, 

LaU By Nykin. 

Fond, By Cocky, by, by. 

SCENE V. 
VAIN LOVE, SHARPER. „4 

Sharp, How ! Araminta loft ! 

Vmn, To confirm what I have (aid, read this-— 

[Glvei a letter. 

Sharp, Reads.] Hum, hum, — «* And wtiat then appeared 
** a fault,- upon rcflejcStipn, feems only an effc6k of a too 
" powerful paffion. I'm afraid I give too great a proof of < 
" my own at this time — Lam in difordcr for what I have 
" written. But fomething, I know not what, forced mc. 
* I only beg a favx)urablc cenfurc of this and your 

" Ardminta.'* 

Sharp, Loft ! Pray Heaven thou haft not loft thy wits. 
Here, here, flic's thy own, man, fign'd and fcal'd too — To 

Vox.. L F 



d by Google 



4% THEOLDBACHELOR. 

her, man— a delicious melon, pure and confenting ripr, 
and only vraitd thy cutting up — She has been breeding 
lo^re to thee all this while, and juft now ihe's deliver'd 
of it. 

Vaifi, *Ti8 an untimely fruit, and (he bas miscarried of 
her love- 

Sbarp. Never leave this damn*d, itl-natnr'd whim(y, 
Frank ? Thou haft a iickly peevifli appetite ; only chew 
love, and cannot digeft it. 

Vain, Yei, when I feed myfelf — i-But I hate to be 

cramm*d By Heav*n, there's not a woman will give a 

man' the pleafure of a chacc : my fport is always balVd, or 
cmt fliort— I ftumWc over the game I would purfue • 

'Tis dull and unnatural to have a hare run full in the 
hound*6 mouth; and would diftafte the kee^eft hunter-—' 
I would have overtaken, not have met my game. 

S6arp, However I hope you don*t mean to forfake it ; 
that will be but a kind of a muogrel cur*s trick. Well, 
are you for the Mall ? 

Vain. No, (he will be there this evening-'— Yes, I will 
go too — and (he (haU fee her error in 

Sharp, In her choice, Tgad— But thou canft not be Co 
great a brute as to flight her ? 

Vain, I (hould difappoint her if I did not— By her nui- 
siagcmf nt I (liould think (he ex pedis it. 
All naturally fly what docs purfue : 
'Tis fit men (hould .be coy, when women woo. 

SCENE vr. 

ji Room in FondIewife*i Houfi, 

A SERVANT introducing BELLMOURin a fanatic hahif, 
nuith a patch upon one ese, and a hook in Mi hand, 

Serv, Here's a chair. Sir, if you pleafe to repofc your- 
fdf. My miftrefs is coming. Sir. 
3clL Secure in my difguife, I have outiac*d fufpiciim^ 
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S&d even dar'd difcovciy^-This cloak my fandkicy, and 
Uttfty Scarron's novels my prayer-book-— Methinks I am 
the very pi(Shtie of Montufaf in the Hypoaitca ■ ■ -Oh 
flic comet. 

SCENE VIL 

BXLLMOUR, LAETITXA. 

•* So breaks Aurora through the veil of night, 
'* Thus fiy the clouds, divided by her light, 
** And ev*ry eye receives a new-bom fight." 

ITbrovf'wg 'off bis cIhA^ fatcb^ *€• 
La. " Thus (hrcw'd with bluihes, like" Ah' Bea- 
ten defend me ! Who's this ? [Dif covering bim^ ftarts, 
"BtU. Your lover. 

Ldt, Vainlove's friend ! I know his face, and he has be- 
tray *d me to him. [^Afide, 
BtU. Yon are furprired . Did you not etpe<£^ a lovct» 
Madam ? Thofe eyes (hone kindly on my firft appearance, 
though now they are o'er-caft. 

Litt, \ may well be furprifed at your perfon and impi»* 
. dence ; they are both new to me — You are not what 
^our firft appearance promifcd : the piety of your habit 
was welcome, but not the hypocrify. 

Bell, Rather the hypocrify was welcome, but not th^ 
hypocrite. 

Z<e/. Who are you, Sir ? You have miftaken the boufe 
fntc. 

Bell I have dircdtions in my pocket, which agree with 

every thing but yourunkindnefs. [P«//i out tbe lettcft 

Ldt. My letter ! Safe Vainlove ! Then 'tis too late to 

iiiTcmble. l^ftde.] *Tis plain then you have miftakcn the 

pctfoa. iGoifig* 

Bell, If we part fo Vm miftakcn Hold, hold, 

Madam 1 confefs I have run into an error — I beg 

your pardon a thaufand times— » What an eternal block-* 
head-am 1 ! Can you forgive me the difordet I have put 
. fa 
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you into But it is a mlftake which any body mi^ 

have made. 

. Ltt. What can this mean! 'Tis impoflible he fliould 

be miftaken after all this — A handfome fellow if hf 

had not furprifed me : methinks, now I look on him 
again, I would not hav^ miflaken. lAjide.'] We are all 
liable to miftakes, Sir; if you own it to be fOy, there needt 
no further apo^gy. 

Bell. Nay, 'faith. Madam, *tisapIeaiantone, and worth 
' your heating. ExpctEting a friend, laft night,' at his 
lodgings, *tiU 'twas late; my intimacy with him gavrmc 
the free'dom of his bed; he not coming home alljaight, a 
letter was delivered to me by a fcrvant in the morning ; 
upon the perufal I found tiie contents To charming, that 
I could think of nothing all day but putting 'em in prao 

'tice lill juft now, (the firft tinve I ever looVd 

upon the ruperfcription,) I am the moft furpri&'d in the 
•world to find it dirctSbed to. Mr Vainlove. Gad, Madam » 
J aik you a million of pardons, and will make yoa any ia« 
tisfacStion. * 

L<et. I am difcover'd — And cither Vainlevc U not guil* 
fy, or he has handibmtly excu»M him. [^AJjde^ 

Bdl. You appear concerned. Madam. 
. Lxt, I hope you area gentleman;— —and fince yom 
arc privy to a weak woman*s failing, won't turn it to the 
prejudice of her reputation. You look as if you had more 

honour 

BdL And more love; or ray face is a falfc witnefs, 
aid defcrves to be pillory 'd — No, by Heav'n, I fwear— . 
LxU Nay, don't fwear if you'd have me believe yoa j 
but promife— 

Bell, Well, I prom i ft — A prqmift is fo cold — Give mc 
leave to fwear-— .by tbofe eyes, thoft killing eyes; by 
thoft healing lips. — Oh ! prefs the foft charm clofe tomin^ 
— ^ — and fcal them up for ever. 
£*f. Upon that condition. Wekijes ber^ 

Bell. Eternity was in that moment— ^Onc moic^ upoi 
unj condition. 
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JUf. Nay, now— —I never faw any thing (b agreeably 
impudent. [Afide,'] Won't you ccnfure me for this, novr } 
<— *but 'tis to buy your fiioace. IKifs,} Oh, but what am 
I doing ! 

Bell, Doing ! no tongue can etprefs it^not. thy own I 
nor any thing but thy jipt. I am faint with the ezcefs 
of hlifa : Oh, for love-fake, lead me any ^whither where! 
may ly down ; 'quickly, for I'm afraid I iball have 

afit. 

La, Biefa me ! what fit ? 

Bell. Oh, a convulfion I feci the (ymptoms. ' 

J>/. Does, it hold you long? Tm afraid to carry you 
into my chamber. 

Bell. Oh, no : let me ly down upon the bed ;-— the 
£t will be foon over. 



SCENE VIII. 

SCENE, St James'i Park. 

ARAMINTA sni BELINDA mettint. 

BtUn. Lard, my dear, I am glad to have met you-*— « 
I have been at the £xchaDgc fince, and am fo tir'd 

Aram. Why, what's the matter ? 

Bclin, Oh, the moft inhuman barbarous hackney-coach ! 
I am jolted to a jelly — Am not I horribly tous-d ? 

[Pulls ^ut m pocket'ilafs. 

Aram, Your head's a little out of order. 

Bf/tn. A little! O frightful ! what a furious-.phy^ I have? 
mod rueful ! ha, ha, ha : .O gad, I hope no- body will 
come this way, 'till I havcTJUt myfclf a little in repair— 
Ah' my dear — Ihavc fcen Aich unhewn creatures fince 

ha, ha, ha, I can't -for my ibul help thinking that I 

look ju(l like ooe of 'em— Good dear, pin this, and 
rU tell yoa«i — Vety well ?o, thank you, my dear- 
Bat M X was telling you — Pifh, this is the u&toward'ft 
f 3 
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^ ^ So, as I was telling 70a"—- Iloir d'ye likrrac 

now ? HidcoDs, ha ? Frightful ftUl ? Or how ? 
>#r«w. No. BO ; jQutc very weU as can be. 

BelU, And (b But where did I leave off, mj dear? 

J was telling you < 

Afam^ Yoo were aboat to tell me iboiethingy child— 
hot yoa left ofThefore yon began* 

Belin. Oh ; a niaft. comical fight : a country iquire, 
with the equipage of a wife and two danghters, came t9 
Mrs '^nipweirs (Hop while I was there — —But, ob g^ I 
two fucb Dolick'd cubs \ 

Aram. I warrant, plump, cherry-cheek*d country girls. 

BW'«. Ay, on my coDfcicnce, fat as barn-door fowl ; 
but {o bedeck*d, you would have taken 'em for Friczland 
hens, with their feathers growing the wrong way ' ■ Q 
fuch out-UndiOi creatures ! Such Tramontanes, and fo- 
reigners to the fa(hion, or any thing in pradtice ! 1 had noc 
patience to behoM — I undertook the modelling of one of 
their fronts, the more modern ftrudkurc^— 

Arum. Blefii me, coufin, why would yoa aBTront any 
body fo ? They might be gentlewomen of a very good 
family 

BeV'.n, Of a very ancient one, I dare fwcar, by their 
ilrefs — AiFrunt ! PHiaw, how you*re mi(^ken ! The poor 
creature, 1 warrant, was as full of curtiies, as if I had 
been her godmother : the truth on't is, 1 did endeavour to 
make her look like a Chriftian — and .'(he was feoiible of 
it ; for (he thank'd me, and gave me two apples, piping 
hot, out of her undcr-petiicoat-pocket-^ha, ha, ha! And 
t'other did'fo flare and gape— — 1 fancied her like the 
front of her father's hall ; her eyes were the two jut- 
windows, and her mouth the great door, moQ hofpitably 
kept open, for the entertainment of travelling flics. 

Aram, So then ; you have been diverted. What did 
they buy ? 

Ui/itf. Why, the father bought a powder* horn, and an 
almanac, and a conxb-cafc ; the mother, a great fruz- 
towcN and a fat ambcr-nccklacc ; the daughters only tore 
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two pair of kid-leather gloves, with trying •em on Oh 
gad, here comes the fool Chat din*d at my Lady FiecloTc't 
t'other day. 

''scene IX. 
ZTo thim2 Sir JOSEPH a»J B L U F/* 

Aram, May be he may not know us again. 

Bilin. We'll put on our maiks to fecure his ignorance. 

[They put on their maiku 

Sir Jo, Nay, gad, I'll pick up ; I*m rcfoIv*d to make 
a night on't — ^1*11 go to Alderman Fondlewifc by and by, 
and get fifty pieces more from him. Adllidikins, Bnlly, 
we'll wallow in wine and women. Why, this fame Ma- 

dera*wine has inade me as light as a grafhopper Hift, 

liift, Bully, doll thou fee thofe tearers ? [Singi.'] Lo$k ydm 

tvhat here is — Loi ycu iihat berg is ToU-^loU — dero'^ 

tdl — hll-^A gad, t'other glafs of Madera, and I durft 

have attacked 'em in my own proper perfon, without your 

help. 

• Bluf. Come on then, knight— But d*ye know what 

to lay to 'em ? ' 

Sir Jo. Say : pooh, pox, I've enough to fay — never fear 
it — that is, if I can but think on*t : truth is, 1 have but a 
treacherous memory. . 

Belui, O frightful!. Coufin, what fliall we do? Thefc 
things come towards us. 

Aram. Nojnattcr—— 1 fee Vainlovc coming this way 
> and, to Gonfefs my failing, I am wilHng to give him 
an opportunity of making his peace with mc — and to rid 
me of thofe coxcombs, when 1 fccm opprcfs'd with'enf, 
will be a fair One. 

Bluff. Ladies, by thefe hilts yen are well met. 

Aram, We are afraid not. 

3luff. What fays my pretty little knapfack carrier ? 

• ITo ticlinda« 
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' Belin. O monftrous filthy fellow! Good floyenlf 
lain Huff, Bluff, (what is your hideout name ?) be goac : 
you ftink of brandy and tobacco, mod foldier-like. Poh« 

I Spits. 

Blkf, Now am I flap daih down in the niouth, and have 
not one word to (ay 1 {^^fide, 

j4ram, I hope my fool has not confidence enough to be 
troublefome. l^JiJf* 

Sir Jo. Hem ! Pray, Madam, which way's the wind ? 

jiram, A pithy queftion Have you fent your witt 

for a venture. Sir, that you enquire ? 

Sir Jo» Nay, now Vm in — I can prattle like a magpye. 



S C E N E X. 

ITtthem} SHARPER Mi VAINLOVE §t fimt HJiaMC9. 

Belin, Dear Aramrnta, I'm tir'd. 

j4ram. *Ti8 but pulling off our maiks, and obliging 
Vainlove to know us. Til be rid of my fool by fair means 

Well, Sir Jofcph, you fhall fee my facc i ■ but, 

be gone immediately — I fee one that will be jealous, to 
find me In difcourfe with you — Be difcrect— No reply ; but 
away. [Vnmajks* 

Sir Jo. The great fortune, that dined at my Lady Free- 
love's ! Sir Jofeph, thou art a made man. Agad, I'm in 
love up to the ears. But I'll be difcreet and huih'd. \_Afide» 

Bluf, Nay, by the world, I'll fee your face* 

Bel'tH. You iliall. [Vnmajkh 

Sharp, Ladies, your humble fervant We were afraid 

you would not have ^ven us leave to know you. 

^ram. We thought to have been private — But we find 
fools have the fame advantage over a face in a ma(k, that 
« coward has, while the fword is in the fcabbard— — ^o 
were forced to draw in our own defence. 

Bluff. My biood rifes at that fellow ; I can't ftay where 
be is; and I muft not draw in the park. [Jq Sk Jofcph* 
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* Sif 70. I wi(h I durft ftay to let her know 1117^ lodging-* 

SCENE XI. 

ARAMINTA» BELINDA* VAINLOVE, SHARPER. 

Sharp. There is in true beauty, as in courage, /bmewhatt 

which narrow fouls cannot dare to admire And fee, 

the. owls are fled, as at break of day. 

Betia. Very courtly 1 believe, Mr Vainlovc has not 

ruhbM his eyes fincc break of day neither, he looks as if 
he durft not approach — Nay, come coufin, be friends with 
him — I fwear he looks fo very fimply, ha, ha, ha! — Well, 
a lover in the (late of reparation from his millrefs, is like 
a body without a foul. Mr Vain love, Aiall I be bound 
for your good behaviour for the future ? 

Vain* Now muft I pretend ignoraace equal to hers, of 
what flie ktfows as well as I. [W/F//c] Men a^e apt to offend 
('tis true) where they find moft goodnefs to forgive 
But, Madam, I hope I iliali prove of a temjier, not to 
abufe mercy, by committing new offences. . 
^ram. So cold ! {AJide, 

Belin. I have broke the ice for you, Mr Vainlove, and 
^ I leave you. Come, Mr Sharper, you and I will take ft 
turn, and laugh at the vulgar — both the great vulgar and 
the fmall — Oh gad! I have a great pali^on for Cowley—— 
.— — Don*t you admire hira ? 

Sharp. Oh Madam ! he was our £ngli(h Horace. , 
Bclin, Ah fo fine ! So extremely fine I So every thing ia 
the world that I like—Oh Lord, walk this way — I lee • 
couple, 111 give you their hiffory. 

SCENE XII. 

A RAM INT A, VAINLOVE. 

• yaiu. I 0nd, Madam, the formality of the law muft bf 
obfcrv'd, tho* the pesalty of it be difpens'd with j and an 
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offender mud plead to his arraignmenty though he has hii 
pardon in- his pocket. 

Aram, I'm amaz'd ! This impudence exceeds t'other ;— 
whoever has encourag*d you to this aiTurancc — prefuming 
upon the eafinefs of my temper, has much deceived youy 
and fo you (hall find. 

Vain, Hey-day I Which way now ? Here's fine doubling. 

Aram, Bafe man ! was it not enough to affiront me with 
your faucy paffion ! 

. Vain. You have given that pafHon a much kinder epithet 
than faucy, in another place. 

Aram, Another place ! ibme villainous dcfign to blaft my 
honour — But tho' thou hadd ail the treachery and malice 
of thy fex, thou cand not lay a blemidi on my fame — No, 
I have not errM in one favourable thought of mankiftd— 
How tinie might have dccciv'd me in you, I know not ; 
my opinion was but young, and your early bafenefs haa 
prevented its growing to a wrong belief — Unworthy, and 
nugrateful ! be gone, and neycr fee me more. 

Vain. Did I dream ! Or do 1 dream ! Shall I believe my 
eyes, or ears ! I'he vlfion is here dill — Your paflion, Ma- 
dam, will admit of no farther reafoning — But here's a filent 
witnefs of your acquaintance. 

\,Tak€S out the letter^ and cffers U : Jbe fnatches f/, and 
throiui it away, 

Aram, There's poifon in every thing you touch — blidert 
will follow 

Vain, That tongue, which denies what the hands have 
/done, 

Aram, Still mydically fenfelefs and impudent— I find I 
mud leave the place. 

Vain, No, Madam, Tm gone — She knows her name's 
to it, which {he will be unwilling to ezpofe to the cenfure 
of the fird finder. 

Aram. Woman's obdinacy made me blind to what wo* 
^an's curiofity now tempts me to fee. .\T6kei vf tbc Ufter^ 
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SCENE XIII. 
belin:da/ sharper. 

Bflf'n, Nay, wc hare fparcd no-body, I fwear. Mr 
Sharper^ you're a pure man ; where did you get this excel- 
lent talent of railing ? 

Sharp. Faith, Madam, the talent was born with me :— 
I confefs, 1 have taken care to improve it, to qualify npc 
for the focicty of ladies. 

Be tin, Nay| fuie railing is the bed qualification in a wo* 
man's man* 

SCENE XIV. 
ir»them2 FOOTMAN, 

Shar^, The fecond beft— indeed, I think. 

Beliu. How now. Pace ? "Wfacre's my coufio ? 
\ Foot, She's not Very well, Madam, and has feot to 
know if your Ladyihip would have the coach come a^aia 
for you ? ' 

' Bglin. OXsrd, no, I'll go along with her. Come, Mr 
Sharper. 

S C E N E XV. 

SCENE, A Chamber in Fondlcwife'x Houfi. 

LAETITIA, tf«i BELLMOUR, his clake, hai; ttc, tying h^fe 
ahtut the chamber. 

Bell, Here's no-body, nor no noifc — 'twas nothing but 
your fears. 

Laet, 1 durft have fwom I had heard my monfter's 
voice — I fwear I was. heartily frightened— —Feel how my 
heart beats. 
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Bell. *Ti8 an alarm to love— —Come in again, and let 

us ; 

Fond, 'witbeut.'j Cocky, Cocky, where arc you Cocky ? 
Vm come home. 

Laet. Ah ! there he is. Make bafte, gather up your 
things. 

FottJ. Cocky, Cocky, open the door. 

Bell. Pox choke him, would his horns were in his throat. 
My patch, my patch. 

' iLooking aboutt and gathering up his thingt* 

Laet, My jewel, art thou there ? No matter for your 
patch — You ft*aii*i turn in, Nykin — Run into my chamber, 
quickly, quickly. You s*an't turn in. 

Fond., Nay, prithee, dear, i'feck Vm in hade. 

J^et, Tlicn ru let you in* lOpens the door* 

SCENE XVI. 

LAITITIA, rONDLEWIFE, SirjOSEPR. . 

• Fond. Kifs, dear — I met the mafter of the fliip by the 
way— And I muft have my papers of accounts out of 
your cabinet. 
' Laet. Oh, Tm undone4 {^Afide, 

.Sir Jo. pray, fir ft let me have fifty pound, good alder- 
man, for Vm in hafte. 

Fond. A hundred has already been paid, by ypur order* 
Fifty ? I have the fum ready in gold in my dofet. 

SCENE XVIL 

L%.ETITIA, rir JOSEPH. 

Sir Jo. Ag:)d, 'tis a curious, fine, pretty rogue ; 1*11 fpeak 
to her— — Pray, Madam, what news d*yc hear ? 
. Laet. Sir, 1 feldom ftir abroad. [Walks about in iiforder. 
' Sir Jo. 1 wonder at that, Madam, for *tis moft curious 
fine weather. ^ ' 

2 
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Za. Methiaks Hhas been yery ill weather. 
Sir Jo, As you fay, madam, \h pretty bad weather, and 
has been fo a great while. 

SCENE xviri. 

XTq them} FONDLIWIFE. 
Tond. Here arc fifty pieces in this purfc, Sir Jofcph — If 
you will tarry a moment, *till I fetch my papers, I'll wait 
Hpoa you down flairs. 

l£U Ruin*d, paft redemption! What fliall rdo?— 
Ha! this fool may be of ufc. [^fide] \As Fondle wife U going 
into the cb^mher^ Jhe runs to Sir Jolcph, aimojl pujhts him iorwn^ 
and cries out,'\ btand off, rude ruffian. Help me, my dear — 
blefs me ! why will youicave me alone with fuch a fatyr ? 
Fond. Blefs us ! what's the matter? what's the matter? 
Lut, Your back was no fooner turn*d, but like a lion, 
he came open-mouth'd upon me, and would have ravifbed 
a kifs from me by main force. 

Sir Jo- O Lord ! Oh terrible ! Ha, ha, ha, is your wife 
road, alderman ? 

L£t. Oh ! I'm fick with the fright ; won't you take him 
out of fiiy fight ? 

Fond. Oh traitor! I'm aftonifhed, Oh bloody -minded 
traitor ! 

jir J^, Hey-day ! Traitor youriclf— by the Lord Harry 
I was in molt danger of being rayifli'd, if you go to 
that. 
Fond, Oh how the blafphcmous wretch fwears ! out of 
'* my houfe, thou fon of the whore of Babylon ; offspring of 
Bell and the Dragon — Blefs us ! ravifli my wife .' my 
Dinah 1 Oh Shechemite ' be gone I fay. 
Sir Jo, Why, the devil is in the people, I think.. 

SCENE XIX. 
LAETITIA, FONDLE WIFE. 

L£t» Oh ! won't you follow, and fee him out of doors, 
my dear? . 

Vol'. L O ^ 
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Fond. I'll (hot the door, to fecure him from comkg 
^ck-— Give me the kcf of 'your cabinet, cocky, 
.^Ravifh my wife before my face! I warrant he's a papifl 
in his heart, at leaft, if not a Frenchman. 

Ldt. What can I do now! {AJkle,'] Ob my dear, I 
have been in fuch a fright, that I forgot to tell you poor 
Mr Spintext has a fad fit of the colic, and is forced to ly 
down upon our bed— Yott*ll dijlurb him ; I can tread 
foftlier. 

Fond, Alack poor man— —no, no— you don't know the 
papers 1 won*t difturb him ; give me the key. 

ISbe gives bim tbt kej^goes to tbe clamber dear, and/j^eaks 
aloud, 

L*t, 'Tis no-body but Mr Fondlewife ; Mr Spintext, 
]y ftill on your ftomach ; lying on your (lomach will eafe 
you of the cqlic. 

Fond. Ay, ay, ly ftill, ly ftill; don't let me difturb 
you. 

S C. E N E XX. 
LAETITIA ahne. 

Litt, Sure, when he does not fee his face, he won't 
dlfcover him. Dear fortune, help me but this once, and 
ril never run into thy debt again — But this opportuniijjris 
thedeiril. 

SCENE XXI. 

FONDLEWIFE returns toith papers. 
Fond, Good lack! good lack!— I profefs, the poor 
man is in great torment, he lyes as flat — —-Dear, you 
fhouid heat a trencher, or a napkin-— Where's Deborah ! 
let her clap fome warm thing to his ftomach, or chafe it 
vith a warm hand, rather than fail. What book's this ? 
[Sees the hook that Bellmour forgot, - 
Ldt. Mr Spintext*t prajei-booky Dear—- Pray Heaven 
it be a prayer book ! [^fi^fe^ 
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. Fmii* Good man ! I wanant he dropped it on purpo/e» 
that yoa might take it up and read A>me of the pious e* 
jbculatioai, [TiMttg up the hoQk.] O bliTs mc ! O monftrous ! 
A prayer-book! Ay this it the devirt Pater-Ho(ter: hold» 
let me fee, Tbt innocent aduUetyi 

Ldf, Misfortune ! now all's ruin*d again. l^lJiJc* 

BtiL [peefi^-'i Damn*d chance i if I bad gone a whor- 
ing with thc~ PrnQice «/ Piety in ray pocket, I had ncvet 
been diftoyered. 

Fond, Adaltery and innocent! OLordi Here's doc« 
trine! Ay here's difcipline \ 

Ldt. Dear hufbsmd, Vm amaz*d :-«-Sure it is a good 
book, and onlj tends to the fpcculation of fin . 

Fond. Speculation ! No, no ; ibmcthing went farther . 
than fpeculation when I was not to be Jet in— Where ii " 
this apocryphal elder? Til ferret him. 

Ldt, rm fo diftra<fted, 1 can't think of a lie. lAfide*- 



SCENE XXIL 

LAETITIA, and FONDLE WIFE, balim iut 
BELLMOUR. 

Fond. Come out here, thou Ananials incarnate-— Whoy 
how now I Who have we here .' 

L£t. Ha ! IShrieks, ds Jkrprh*d, 

Fond. Oh, thou falacions woman I am I then brutiiied \ 
Ay, I feci it here; I fprout, I bud, I bloflbm, I am ripe- 
horn-mad. But who in the devifs name are you ? mercy- 
on me for fwcaring ! But , 

Ldt. Ob, goodnefs keep us ! who's this ? Who are 
you ? what are you ? 

BeU. Sob- 

L£t. In the name of the— -^O ! Good, ray dear don't 
come near it, Vm afraid 'tis the devil ; indeed it has hoofs, 
dear. 

Fond. Indeed, and I have horns, dear. The devil, no, 
I am afraid, 'tis the.flcih, thou harlot. Dear, with the 
C a 
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pox. Come, iireo» /peak, confcft, who ts thif lererend, 
brawny paflor ? 

Z.4/. Indeed, and indeed, now mj dear Nykin I 

sever Taw this wicked man before. 

Fend. Oh, it is a man then, it feem«. 

Ldt. Rather, fare it is a wolf in the clothing of a (heep. 

Fond, Thou art a devil in his proper clothing, woman's 

lle(h. What, you know noihiog of him, but his fleece 

here! You don*t love mutton \ you Mag? 

dalen unconverted.. 

Bell. Well, now I know my cue That is, very 

honourably to excuie her, and very impudently accuse my 
fclf. [Afidt:. 

Litt, Why then, I wifli I may never enter into the 
heaven of your embraces agaio^ my dear, if ever I law his 
face before. 

• FW. O Lord! O (Irangc! I am ia admiration of your 
impudence : look at him a little better ; he is more mo* 
deft, I warrant you, than to deny it. Ck)me, were yo» 
two never face to face before ? Speak. 

Bell, Since all artifice is vain and I think myfclf 

4>l)Iigcd to fpeak the truth in juftice to your wife— Not 

Fond. Humph* 

Ztf/. No indeed, dear; 

Fond, Kay, I fiod you ave both in 9l. ftory; that I tnuft 
confefs. But, what— —not to be curid of the colic? 
Don*t you know your patient, Mrs Quack ? Oh, ly upon 
your ftomacb ; lying upon your ftomach will cure you of 
the colic. Ah! Anfwcr me, Jezebel! 

L4t, Let the wicked man anfwer for himfelf ; docs He • 
think that I have nothing to do but excufe him ? 'ifs 
enough, if I can clear my own innocence to my owa 
dear. 

Bdl By my troth, and fo 'tis 1 have been « 

little too backward, that's the truth on*t. 

Fo,id. Come, Sir, who are you, in the firft place ? And 
what ace you ? 

Btli* A whoTC-mafter. 
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f^udm Very conciie. 

IM, O beaftly, impudent creature ! 

FotuI, WeU, Sir, what came you hither for 7 

BJl* To ly with your wife. 

Fond. Good again A Tery dvil per(bn this is, and 

I believe fpeakt truth. 

Lat. Oh, infupportable impud'coce! 

Fottd. Well, Sir, 1— Pray be coverM— — and you haive 
■ Heh ! yon have Bn\(h*d the matter, hch ? and I 

am, as I fhould be, a fort of a civil perquilite to a whor&- 
mafter, called a cuckold, heh Is it not to ? come, Tm in** . 
dining to believe every word you lay 

BelL Why, faith, I muft confefs, fo I dcfign'd you 

But you were a little unlucky in coming fo foon, and hia* 
dered the making of your own fortune 

Fontf. Humph. Nay, if you mince the matter once, 
and go back of your word, you are not the perfon f took 
you for: come, come, go on boldly — What, don^ 

be ailiam'd of your profeffion— -Confefs, confefs, 

I fliaU love thee the better for*t-= '1 fliall, i'feck 

What, dod think I don't know how to behave mylelf in 
the employment of a cuckold, and have been three years 
apprentice to matrimony ? come, come, plain-dealing is a 
jewel. 

^elL Weil, fince I fee thou sirt a good honeft fellow, I'll 
confefs the whole matter to thee. 

Fond, Oh, I am a very honed fellow you never 

lay with an honefter man's wife in your life. 

L^t, How my heart akes ! All my comfort Iye)( in hit 
impudence, and heaven be prals*d, he has a coinfiderabie 
portion. l^Jide, 

Bell, Tn fhort then, I was inform'd of the opportunity 
©f your abfence, J>y my fpy, (for faith, honeft Ifaac, I 
have a long time dtfign'd thee this favour) : 1 know Spin- 
text was to come by your dire<£lion. ^-^ — But 1 laid a 

trap for him, and procured his habit; in which I pafs'd 
upon your fervants, and was condud^ed hither. I pretend- 
ed a fit lof the colic, to excufe my lying down upon yout 
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Dcd ; hoping that when (he beard of it, her good aatUft 
Wiould bring her to adminiftci: remedies for my diftcmper. 
-~You know what might have followed.— But Kke aa un* 
civil perfon, you knock'd ^t the door, before your wife was 
come to me, '* 

fond. Ha! this is apocryphal; I may choofe whether 
I will believe it or no. 

J5f//. That you may, faith, and I hope yon won*e bc' 

lieve a word on't But I can*t help telling the truth, for 

my Kfc, 

Fcni. How ! wou*d not yoa have me believe you, iaf 
you ? 

BtlL No; for then you mu ft of confequence part, with 
your wife, and there wiU*bc fomc hopes of having her 
upon the public; then the encouragement ^i a feparatt 
inaintaBnancc— ' 

. Fond. No, no, for that matteT,--whcn fee and I part^ 
ihe*U carry her feparate maintainance about her. 

L£t. Ah, cruel dear, how can you be fo barbarott«? 
You'll break my heart, if you talk of parting. \Crit% 

f ud. Ah, dilTembling vermin I 

Bell How can*ft thou be (o cruel,^ Ifaac ? Thou haft the 
Jieart of a mountain-tiger. By the faith of a fincere finncr, 
ihc's innocent for me. Go to him, Madam, fling youi 
/nowy arms about his ftubborn neck; bathe his relcntleffr 

face in your fait trickling tears 

[^She goes and hangs upon hh neck, and itffes him ; Belirmttr 
kiffes her band behind Fondle-wifis back. 
So, a few foft words, and a kiis, and- the good man roefttf^ 
See how kind nature works, and boils over in him* 

Lat. Indeed, my dear, 1 was but juft come down ftairf 
vhen you knocked at the door, and the maid told me Mr 
Spintext was ill of the colic, upon our bed. And won*t 
you fpcak to me, cruel Nykin ? indeed^ I'M die, if yow 
don't. 

Fond. Ah, no, no, I cannot fpcak, my heart's fo full — 
I have been a tender hulband, a tender yokc-fcUow ; yoi» 
imow I have— But thou haft been a Uithlcfs DalUab^ and.. 
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l&e Pbiliftinet— Heh! art tboa not ^ile and unclean? 
Heh! fpcak: iWetfinx. 

Lat, No— h IStgbtMg. 

Fond, Oh, that I could beh'cve tliee ! 

Let, Oh, my heart will break. [Seemhtg to fmnt. 

Fund, Heh ' how ! No, ftay, fiay, I will believe thee, I 
will— Pray bend her forward, sir. * 

Ldt, Oh ' Oh ! where is my dear ! 

fowd. Here, here, 1 do believe thiee, I WQn*t be* 

licvc my own eyes. 

BelL Far my part, I am lb charmed* with the love of 
your turtle to you, that TU go and foUcit matrimony with 
all my might and main. 

Fond, Well, welU Sir; as long as I believe it, 'tis well 
enough. No thanks to you, Sir, fur her virttte.-^->Bat 
ril fliew you the way out of my houfc, if you pkaie. Comei 
my dear. Nay, I will believe thee, I do, i'feck. 

BeiL ^ec the great bleffingof an eafy iaith ; opinioa c 
ttot err. 

No hufband by his wife can be deceiv*d ; 
She is flill virtuous, if ilie*s lo belie v''d. 



ACTV. SCENE I. 

SCENE, TbiStrett. 



BELLMOURfs a fanatic habit, SETTER, HEAKT* 
WE Lt, LUCY. 



SXLLMOUR* 

C E T T T E R ! well encounter'd. 

Setter, Joy of your return, Sir. Have you made a 
food Toyage ? or have'yo.u brought your own lading back i 
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Bell. No, I hsTc broughe nothing-but b^Uft back-—^ ^ 
ma^p a delicious voyage, Setter; and isight have rode at 
anchcn: in the port 'till this time, but the eacmy Airpriz'd 
us— I would uurig. 

Sttter. I attend you, Sir^ 

Belt. Ha! rs not that Heartwell at Silvia's door? Be 
gone quickly, |ril follow you :— I would not be known. 
Fox take 'em, they (land juft in my Way. 

S C E N E U. 
BZLLMOUR, HSARTWELL, LUCY. 

Beart, Vm impatient 'till it be done. 

Lucy, That may be, without troubling yourfelf tp go 
again for your brother's chaplain. Don't you &c that 
ftalking form of Godlincfs ? 

Beari, O ay, he's a fanatic. 

Lucy. An executioner qualified to do your bufinefs : h^ 
has been lawfully ordain'd. 

Heart. I'll pay him well if you'll break the ihatter to 
him. 

Luty. I warraht you ' -Do you go and prepare yooi 
bride. 

SCENE III. 

BELLMOUR, LUCY. 

Belh Humph, fits the wind there ? What a luckj 

rogue am I ! Oh, what fport will be here, if I can perfuade 

this wench to fecrefy ? 
Lucf, Mr; reverend Sir. 

Beli Madam. [Di/cevers himfelfi 

Lucy. Now, goodnefs have mercy upon mcl Mr Bell« 

jnour ? is it you ? 

JSelL Even I : What doft think ? : 

Ijith Think ! that I (liou'd not believe mj eytt/ 9gu^^^ 

that you sute not vhat Jrou fccm to be. 1 - j , 
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JUH, True. But to convince thee who I am» tbo« 
lnow*ft my old token. [^{^* ^« 

Liic^. Nay, Mr Bellmour : O Lard 1 I belicTe yoa arc & 
parfon in good earneft, .you kif« Co devoutly. 
BelL Well, your bufiacfs with me, Lucy ? 
lucym I had none, but through miftake. 
Bell. Which miftake you muft go through with, Lucy 
—•Come, 1 know the intrigue between Heart well and your 
miftrefs ; and you miftook me for Tribulation Spintcxt, to 
marry *em — Ha ? are not matters in this pofbire ? 
Confi^fs ; come, 1*11 be faithful, I will i'faith.— What, 
diffide in me, Lucy ? 

Lucy, Alas-a-day! you and Mr Vainlove, between yoa» 
have ruin*d my poor miftrefs ; you have made a gapr in 
her reputation } and can you blame her if flie make it up 
with a hi.A>an4? 
Bell, WMl, is it as I fay ? 
Lucy, Well, It is then; but you'll be fccrct ? 
Bell. Phuh, ftcrct, ay : — And to be out of thy debt, VtL 
trod thee with another fecret. Your miflrefs mull not 
marry Heart well, Lucy. 

Lucy, How ! Lord ! 

Bell, Nay, don't be in a pallion, Lucy ; — 1*11 provide a 
fitter hulband for hci,— Come, hcre*s earoed of my good 
intentions for thee too; let this mollify. IGives her 

money.'] Look you, Heartwell is my friend ; and tho' he be 
blind, 1 muft not fee him fall into the foare,aiid wittingly 
marry a whore, 

Lucy. Whore! Vd have you to know my mUlreft 
fcoms 
J5tf//. Nay, nay ; look you, Lucy, there are whores of 

as good quality. But to the purpofe, if you will give 

me leave to acquaint you with it-— — Do you carry on the 
miftake of me : Til marry *cm — Nay, don*t paufe ;•«> 
If you do, 1*11 fpoil ali.»>l have fome rcafons for what 
I do, which ]^\ tell you within. — fn the mean time, I 
promife,— and rely upon me,— to help your miftrefs to » 
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fciiAand : Nay, and thee too, Luqr Here's my hand* 

I will, with a frcfli affurance. 

(Gives ber more money, 

i«^, Ah> the devil is not Jo cunning— —You know 

my cafy nature Well, for once PII venture tofervc you ; 

but if you deceive me, the curfe of all kind, tender-heart- 
ed women light upon you. 

BelL That's as much as to fay, «* The pox take me."— 
Well, lead on. 

8 C E N E IV. 

VAINLOVE, SHARPER, and SETTER. 

Sharp, Juft now, fay you, gone in with Lucy ? 

Setter, I faw him, Sir, and ftood at the corner where yott 
found me, and overheard all they faid ; Mr Bellmour is to 
marry 'em. 

Sharp. Ha, ha; 'twill be a pleafant cheat— —1*11 
plague Heartwell when I fee him. Pr'ythee, Frank, let's 
teaze him ; make him fret 'till he foam at the mouth, and 
difgorgehis matrimonial oath withintcrefl — Come,thoa*rt 
mufty 

Setter, /o Sharper.] Sir, a word with you. [Whlfpen blm^ 

Vain, Sharper fwears fhe has forfworn the letter 

Tm fure be tells me truth ^but 1 am not fure Oie told 

him truth Yet flue was unaffctSledly concern'd, he 

iays, and often blufh'd with anger and furprize : And 
fo I remember in the park— ——She had reafon, if I wrong 
he r— " I begin to doubt. 

Sharp. Say'ft thou fo ? i 

Setttr. This afternoon, Sir, about an hour before my 
malier rccciv'd the letter. 

Sharp, In my confcience, like enough. 

Setter, Ay, I know her, Sir ; at Icaft, I'm fure 1 can 
fifh it out of her : (he's the very fluice to her lady's fe- 
cr'cts : 'tis but fetting her mill a-going; and J can drain her 
of *em all. 

Sharp, Here, Frank, your blood-hound has made oat 
the fault : this letter, that fo fticks ui thy maw, is coun- 
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tetteh; only a trick of Silvia in scvcnge, contriv'd by 
Lucy. "^ ' ' ^ 

Vaim. Ha ! it has a co]ciur<— But how do you luum it 
finrah ? * 

Sett€r. I do fufpedl a« mnch; ^bccauTe why, Si r 

She was pumping mc about how your Worihip't af- 
fairs ftood toward* Madam Araminta; as when you had 
her laa ? when you were to fee her next ? and where you 
were to be found at that time ? and fuch like. 

yatfu And where did you tell her? 

Stiter. In the Piazxa. 

Vain. There I received the letter It mud be ib » 

And why did you not find me out, to tell me this befori? 
Sot ? " • 

Setter, Sir, I was pimping for Mr Bellmour. 

Sharp, You were well employed : 1 think there is no 

objedlion to the cxcufe. 

Vain. Pox o* my faucy crcduUty. — Tf I have loft her, I 
defervc it. But if conTcffion and repentance be offeree 
I'll win her, or weary her into a forgivcncfs. 

Sbar^, Mcihinks I long to fee Bellmour come forth. 

SCENE V. 
SHARPER, BELLMOUR, SETTER. 

Setter, Talk of the devil See where he comes. 

Sharp, Hugging himfclf on his profpcrous mifchicf 

No real fanatic can look better pleased after a fucccfsful 
fermon of (edition. 

BeU. Sharper ! Fortify thy fpleen : fuch a jeft ! Speak 
when thou art ready. 

Sharp, "Sow, were I illnatur*d, I would utterly disap- 
point thy mirth : hear thee tell thy mighty jcft with as 
much gravity as a bifliop hearg venereal caufcs in the fpi- 
ritual court : not fo much as wrinkle my face with one 
imilc ; but let thee look (imply, and laugh by thyfclf. 

Bell, Pfliaw, no ; I have a better opinion of thy wit 
—Gad, I defy thee 

Sharp, Were it not lofs of time, you fhould make the 
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experiment. But hoocft Setter, here, overheard yooi^'th 
Lucy, and has told hie all. 

Btii- Nay, then, I thank thee for not putting me out of 
countenance. But, to tell you fomething you don't kaow 
—I got an opportunity (after I had married *cm) of dif- 
covering the cheat to Silvia. Slie took it at firfl, as aa« 
other woman would the like difappointment : but myprON 
mifc to make her amends quickly with another hufband, 
fomewhat padfy'd her. 

Sharp. But how the devil do you think to acquit yoor- 
felf of your promife ? Will you marry her yourfelf ? 

BelL I haye no fiich intentions at prefent Pr'ythec, 

wilt thou think a little for me ? I am [fure the togenioas 
Mr Setter will affift.. 

£ttter. O Lord, Sir. 

B^il. Vli leave him with you, and go (hift my habit. 

s c E N E vr. 

SHARPER, SETTER, Sir JOSEPH, attd BLUFF. 

Sharp. Heh ! Sure, fortune has fent this fool hither oa' 
purpofe. Setter, (land cloie; ieem not to obfcrve *enn, 
and. ^ark ye ■ % \lVh\Jpers, 

Buf, Fear him not 1 am prepar*d for him now ; ' 

and he fliall find he might have fafer rous*d a fleeping lion. 

Sir Jo, Hufli, hufli : don*t you fee him ? 

Bluf. bhew him to me Where is he ? 

Sir Jo» Nay, don't fpcak fo loud T don*t jcft, as I 

did a little while ago Look yonder Agad, if he 

Should hear the lion roar, he'd cudgel him into an afs, and 
his primitive braying. Don't you remember the Aory in 
^fop's fables. Bully ? A gad, there arc good morals to 
be pick'd out of JEfop's fables, let me tell you that ; and 
- Renard the fox too. 

B!uff. Dftnn your m^i-als. 

Sir >. Pr'ythce, don't fpeak fo loud. 

Bluff. Damn your morals ; I muft revenge th*- afixont 
done to mine honour., [in a low voice* 
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tit Jo, Ay; do, do, Captain, if jrou think fitting-^ 
You may difpofe of your own fle(h as you think fittbg, 
d'ye ice :^— But by the Lord Harry, 1*11 leave you. 

[Steairnjf away ^pon bis tip- tots, 

Sluf, Prodigious 1 What, will you forfake your friend 
in extremity ! Tou can't in honour reftfTe to carry him a 
challenge. [Almofi -wb'fpering^ andireadhgfoftiy after him. 

Sir Jo, Pr*ythcc» what do you fee in my face, that looks 
as if I would carry a challenge } Honour it your province. 

Captain : take it -r- AU the world know me to be a 

knight, and a man of woriliip. 

Setter, \ warrant you. Sir, I'm inflrudled. ^ 

Sharp, Impoi&ble ! Araminta take a liking to a fool t 

Setter. Her head mas on nothing elfe, nor (he can talk 
of nothing elfe. 

Sharp. I know (he Commended him all the while we 
were in the park ; but thought it bad bc|p only to make 
Vainloye jealous ■ 

^ir Jo, How's this ? Good Bully, hold your breath, and 
let's hearken. A gad, this muft be L 

Sharp, Death, it can't be — An oaf, an ideot, a wittal. 

$ir Jo. Ay^ now it's out ; 'tis 1, my own individual 
•perfon. 

Sharp, A wretch, that has flown for Qjchcr to the lowcft 
flirub of mankind, and feeks prote<Stion from a blaAed 
coward. 

Sir Jo. That's yoH> Bully back. 

[Bluff frownt upon Sir JofcpW 

Sharp., She has given Vainlove her promifc to marry him* 
t>eforc to-morrt/w morning — Has flic not ? [r<j Setter. 

Setter. She has, Sir;— And T have it in charge ^to attend 
tier all this evening, in order to conduct her to the {klace 
appointed. 

Sharp, Well, i'll go and inform your mafterj and do 
you prefs her to make all the haile imaginable. 

▼ot. L H 
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SCENE VIT. 
SETTZK, Sir JOSEPH, BLUFF. 

Setter. Were I a rogue no«r, vhat a noble prize could I 
difpoieof 1 A goodly pinqace, richly ladeo, aod to lanach 
forth uoder Dfy auipicipus cqnvoy. Twelve thpufaods 
pounds, and all her rigging; bcfides what lyes conceale4 
under hatches— Ha I all this, eommittcd to my care! 
—r-A vaunt temptation— Setter, flicV thvfclf a perfon of 
•worth; be true to thy truft, and be reputed h«ncft. Re- 
puted honeft! Hum : Is that all ? Ay : for to be honcft is 
nothing; the reputation of.it is all. Reputation! what 
have fuch poor rogues as I to do with reputation ? 'tis 
above us ; and for men of quality, they are above it ; ib 
that reputation is e*cn as foolijii a thiug as honefty. And 
for my part, if I meet Sir Jofeph with a purfe of gpld in 
bis hand, I'll difpofe of mine to the beft advantage. 

Sir Jo. Heh, ,heh, heh; b^e 'tis for you, i*fatth, Mir 
Setter. Kay, I'll take you at your word. ICbinking a purfe. 

Setter. Sir Jofeph and the Captain too! undone, updonej 
I*Di undone, my maftet's undone, my lady's undone^ and 
all the buiinefs i& undone. 

Sir Jo, No, DO, never fear, man, tlie lady*.s bufiocfs 
iliall be done. What— -—Come, Mr Setter, I have over* 
'heard all, and to fpeak, is but lofs of time; but if there 
be occafion, let thefe worthy gentlemen intercede for me. 

[Gives b'tm gold» 

Setter. O Lord, Sir, ^what. d*ye^ wvQ^n ? Corxvpt my 
honefty— — — They have indeed very perfuading faces. 
But— 

Sir Jo. 'Tis too little, there's more, .num. - Thene tafar 
al l ■ Now 

Sttter. Well, ::ir Jofeph, you have fuch a winning way 
with you 

Su.^0e -And how, and how, good Setter, did the little 

rogue look, when £he talk'd of Sir Jofeph ? Did Qot hex 

eyes twinkle, and her mouth water ? Did not {he puU Vp 

her little bubbics ? And — A gad, I am fo ovcrjoyM— ^And 

z 
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ftroke down her bcUy ? and then ftrp afide t^ tie hcr^gar- 
ter, when (he was thinking of her love ? Heh, Setter I 
Setter. Oh, yes. Sir. 

Sir Jo, How now. Bally ? What, melancholy, becaafe 

Vm ia the lady's favonr ? No matter, 1*11 make yuur 

peace— I know they were a little fmart upon you— BuC 
I warrant. Til b(iflg yon into the Udy*s good graces. 

Bluff, Pfliaw, i have petitions to Qiew from other-guefs 
toys thad fhe. Look here ; theie were fent me this morn- 
ing. Thcre< read. [5Ar»J Utters.'] That-^ — ^That't 
a fcrawl of quality. Here, here's from a Countefs too. 
Rimi-^No, hold— —that's from a knight's wife, flic fent 
it me by her holband-— *->But here, both thefe are from 
perfbns of great quality.^ 

Sir )d. They are elth^ from pcribns of great quality, 
or no quality at all, 'tis fuch a damned ugly hand. 

IJKhile Sir Jofcph reaU^ BlufiF -whlfperi Setter. 

Seiitr. Ca|>tain, I would do any thing to fcrve you ; but 
this is Co difikuh ^ 

Bhff, Not at ail. Don't I know him ? 

Setter, YoiiMl remember the conditions ?•»— 

Bluff, rU give it yon under my hand — In the mean ti<ne, 
here's earned. [Gn/ri btm money.] Gome, knight,^-— I'm 
capitulating irith Mr better for you. 

Sir Jo. Ah, honed Setter; Sirrah, I'll give thee any 
thing but a night's lodging. 

S C E N E vin. 

SHARPER- tugting fS H £ A R T W £ L L. 

Sharp. Nay, pr'ytKee leave railing, and come along^wicb 
me : may be flie mayn't be within. 'Ti* but to yond* 
• comer-houfe. 

Hfart, Whither^ Whither? Which corner- lioufc? 
Sharp, Why, there ; the two white pods. 
Mearu And who would you vifit there, fay you ? (Cons, 
how my heart akes !) 
Sharp, Ffhaw, thou'rt Co troublcfome and inquifitive— » 
Ha 
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Why, ril tell ^ou, 'tis a young creature that TaialoTt 
debauch *d» and hai forfaken. Did you' never hear fieil* 
aiour chide him at>out Silvia ? 

Heart. Death, and hell, and marriage ! My wife ! [Afide*. 

Sharp, Why tlu>u art as mufty as a new marry *d maOt 
that had found his wife knowing the firft night. 

Heart. Hell and the devil! does he imow it ? But hold 

—•If he ihpuld not, I were, a fool to difcover it I'll 

diifemble, and try him. lAftde.] Ha, ha, ha : Why, Tom, 
is that fuch an occafioo of melancholy ? Is it fuch an «a« 
common mifchief 2 

^barp. No, faith ; I believe not.— Few women, but 
have their year of probation, before they are cloiner'd in 
the narrow joys of wedlock. But, pr*ythee come along witl^ 
me, or I il go and have the lady to myfeJt B'w'y George. 

IGoingf 

Heart. Otc^rturet how he racks and tears me!— — 
Death! fliall I own my fliame, or wittingly let him go and 
whore my wife ? no, that's infupportable — Oh, Sharp«l 

Sharp, How now ? 

Heart. Oh, I am — ^marry*d» 

iSW^. (Now hold fpleen.) Marry *dr 

Heart. Certainly, irrecoverably niarry'd. 

Sharp, Heav'n forbid, man ! how long ? 

Heart. Oh, an age, an age! I have been married their 
two hours. 

Sharp. My old bachelor roarryM I That were a jeft Ha^ 
ha, ha; 

Heart. Death ! d'ye mock me ! Hark ye, if you eithc* 
cHecm my friendihip, or your own fafcty— Cbme not near ' 
that Houfe^that corner-boufe— that hot brothel: aik.no- 
qucAions. 

Sharp. Mad, by this light. 

Thus grief dill treads upon the heels of pleafuce I 
Marry*d in haftc, vj; may repeat at Icifttic. 
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S C £ N K IX. 
SH A RP £R, SETTER. «^ 

Setter, Some by ejLperienco fiod thofe words mifpUc'd ; 
At leifure marry'd, they repent ia hafte. 
As I ioppofe may maftct HeartwelL 

Sbarf, Here again, my Mercury^? 

Setter, Sublimate, if you plcafc. Sir : I think mj aN 
chipvcments do defer ve the epithet— Mercury was a pimp 
too^but though 1 blufli to own it, at this time, I miift 
confcfs I am fomcwhat fall'n from the dignity of my func* 
tioD, and do condefcend to be Icandalouily employed in the 
promotion of vulgar matrimony. 

Sharp. As. how, dear dexterous pimp ? 

Siitter, Why, to be brief, for 1 have weighty affairs dc- 

pending- — Our ilratagtm luccccdcd as you intended l-i. 

Bluff turns arrant traitor; bribes me to make a private 
conveyance of the lady to him, and put a (ham fettlcment 
upon Sir Jofeph^ 

^harp. O rogue i well, hot I hope— — - 

Setter. No, no; never fear me, iJir— -I privately ia- 
form'd the knight of the treachery; who has agreed, fccm- 
ingly to be cheated, that the Captain may be fo in rcalitv 

Sharp, Where's the bride ? '' 

Setter. Shifting clothes for the purpofe at a.friend's houfc 
of mine. Were'* company coming; if you'li walk this 
way, Sir, Vli tell you- 

« C E N E X. 

VAIN LOVE. ? 

Vain. Oh, 'twas frenzy alT! cannot you forgive it h 1 

«cn in madnefs have a tiUc to your pity. [ n Araminta. 

-*-««. -—Which they forfeit, when they arc rcftor'd . 
to their ienfes. . 

yaxn. I am not prefuming beyond a pardon. 

^ram. You who cou'd reproach me with one counter. 
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fetty how inrolent woiild a rKal pardon make you! but 
there's no need to forgive what i» not worth my anger. 

Bel^n O* my confcience, I con*d find in my heart to 
marry thee, purely to be rid of thee — at Icaft thoa art fo 
trouhiefonie a lover, there^s hopes thott*lt make a more 
thanordfnary quiet hufband. [7^ Bellmoar* 

BclK Say you fo ? Is that a maxim among you. 

Bdlfu Yes ; you fluttering men of the mode hare made- 
marriage a mere difh. 

Bt'll. I hope there** no French &ace. \.Mir, 

BiHn. You are fo curious in the preparatfon ; rhar'is^ 
your coortfhip, one wouM think yon meant a noble enter* 
tainment.; but when we come to feed, *tis alf froth, and 
poor, but in fliow ; nay, often only remains which havk 
been I know not how many times warmed for other com- 
pany, and at )a(l ferv'd up cold to the wFfe. 

Beif. That were a mrferable wretch indeed, who could 
not afford one warm difh for the wife of his bofom^^-— 
But you timorous virgins form a^ dreadful chimera of a 
bufband, as of a creature contrary to that foft, humble^ 
pliant, eafy thing, a lover 7 (b gnefs at plagues ic matri- 
Biony, in oppofition to the pfeafures of courtfliip. Alas f 
courtfbip to marriage, is but as the mufic in the play* 
houie till the curtain's drawir; but that once up, thca 
opens the fcene of pleaiure. 

BcKn. Oh, fob, no ; rather courtHiTp to marriage is aj a 
very vkty prologue t» a very doll play» 

SCENE XL 
iTtthtml SHARPER. 

Sharp, Hiff, Bellmonr; if you*R bring the Tadfes, make 
hafta to Silvia's lodgings » before Heart well iias fretted 
himfelf out of breath 

BJU You have an opportunity. now,^adam, to revcogr 
joorrclf upon H^artwell, for afiroaiing your fquirrel. 

[f (9 Belinda^ 

J<&9, tbc filthy rude bcaft. 
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Jlram* *Tis a lading quarrel ; I think he has never been 
at our houfe fincc. 

hell. But give yourfelvcs the troobie to walk to that cor- 
ner-hoafe, aRd TU tell you by the way what may cUvctt 
and furprize you. 

SCENE XII. 
SCENE, Silvia*! Lodgingt. 
HEARTWELL and BOY, 
Heart, Gone forth , fay you, with her maid I 
Boy, There was a man too that fetch'd 'em oat $ Settet 
I think, they called him. / 

Heart. So-h— that precious pimp too— damnM, damn*^A 
ftnimpet ! cou'd die not contain horfelf on her wedding* 
day! Not hold out till night. O curfed ftate! How wide 
Vc err, when apprehenfive of tfie load of life ! 
—We hope to find 
That help which Nature meant in womankind. 
To man that fupplemental felf defign'd ; 
But proves a burning cauftic when apply 'd ; 
And Adam fuie, could with more eafe abide 
The bone when broken, than when made a bride. 

SCENE XIIL 

t7'0Alffl3BXLLMO UR, BELINDA, VAINLOVE, 
ARAMINTA. 

Belt, Now George, what rhyming ! I thought the 
chimes of verfe were pad, when once the doleful marriage- 
, ^eli was rung. 

heart. Shame and confofion, I am ezpofed! 

[Vainlove ai$d Araminta talk of art* 
BeUn, Joy, joy, Mr Bridegroom ; I give you joy, Sir. 
Heart, 'Tis not in thy nature to give me joy — a woman 
<^ as fooo give immortality. 

^eUn, Ha, ha, ha, O gad, men grow fuch jdowas when 
^ey ate maxxiedi 



] 
\ 
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Ml That ihey arc fit for uo company but tTicir vrln: 

MeK». Nor for them neither, in a little time— I fwcar, at. 

the month*! end, you (hall hardly find a married man that 

xrill do a civil thing to his wife, or fay a civil thing to any. 

body elfc. How he looks already ! ha, ha, ha ! 

Seil. Ha, ha, ha. 

Beart. Death, am I made your laughing-ftock ? For you. 
Sir, 1 (hall find a time j but take off your wafp here, or 
the clown miy grow boiftcroug, 1 have a fly-flap. 

Belin, You have occaflon for*t, your wife ha« been blown 
ftpoB* 
BiU* Th«t'« home.. 
Heart. Kot, fiends of furies could have added to my 

veiAtioD, or any thing but another woman you've 

lack'd my patience; be gone, or by 

BelL Hold, hold ; what the devil, thou wilt not draw 
upon a woman ! 

VaiH. What's the matter ? . . 
j4raiH. Blcfs me ! what have you done to hJm ? 
BeftH. Only touched a gall'd bcaA till he winch'd, 
Ffl/ji. Bellmour, give it over ; you vex him to© much; 
'tis all ferious to him. 

3eRa* Nay, I fwcar, I begin to pity him myfelf. 

Efart, Damn your pity^ but Ut me be calm a little 

—How have I deferv'd this of you ? Any of ye ? Sir, have " 
I ifflpaic'd the honour of your boufe, piomitM yeur fitter 
marriage, and whor*d her ? Wherein have I injur'd you ? 
Did I bring a phyfician to your father when he lay expir- 
ing, and endeavour to prolong his life, and you one and 
twenty? Madam, have I had an opportunitf^ithyou and 
baulk'd it ? Did you ever ofier me the favour that I rcfu^*d 

it ? Or 

Belig. Oh, fob, what does tfie filthy fcUoir mean ? lard, 
let me be gone. 

Aram, Hang me, if I pity you; you are right toovf^ 
ferv'd. 
Bcli, Thift is a little fcurriloos though. 
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Vaitm Nay, 'tis a ibrc of your own icratchiDg Well, 
George— 

heart. You are the priDcipal cauie of all my prefeot ills. 
If Silvia had oot been your mifireis, my wilie might have 
been honeft. , 

Vain, And if Silvia had not been your wife, my miAreA 
might have been juft— there we are even— — rbut have a 
good heart, 1 heard of your misfbrtunq^ and come to your 
relief. 

htart. When exeoition's over, you offer a repti^vc. 

Vain. What would you give ? 

heart. Oh ! any thiug, every thing, a leg or two, or aj| 
arm ; oay, 1 would be divorced irom my virility, to be di- 
vorced from my wife. 

SCENE XIV. 
CTo them} SHARPER.. 

Vaia. Faith, that's a fure way*- — but here's one can fefil 
your freedom better cheap. 

Sharp, Vainlove, J have been a kind of a god-father to 
yoa, yonder; J have promised aund vow*d Ibihe thing6 in 
yo\ir name, which I think you arc bound to x^criurm. 

Vain. No figning to a blank, triend. 

Sharp. No, I'll deal fairly with you — *ti3 a full and fre< 
"difcharge to Sir Joleph Wittol ana Captain Bluff, for a|i 
iQJuries whatfoeiver, done unto you by them^ until the pre* 
fent date hcreof-r-how fay you I 

Vain. Agreed. 

Sharp. Then I^t me beg thefe ladies to wear their maiki 
■a moment. Cope in, gcutlemen and >adres. 

Heart. What the devil's all this to me l 

Vastt. Patience. 

S C E N E, '/i^ Ujt. 

Cr« them^ Sir JOSEPH, BLUrr^ SILVIA, LUC^ 
SETT ER. ^ 

. JBi»/. All injuries whatfocver^ Ml Sharpei^ . ^ '< 
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Sif J; Ay, ajr, whatfuevcr, Captaia» ftick to thfC; 
wbatibever. 

• Slxa^f, * ri» done, thefe featlemen are witaefles to the 
feaerai relc^ft. 

Vuifu Ay, ay, to this mthot moment— I have paft'd afl 
AdlofoblWkm. 

Bluff. 'Tii vcty generous, Sir, T needs matt own- 
Sir Jo. No, no, Captain, you need Jiot oWn, heh, hcIi, 
heh ; 'tis I mufl own — 

Blaff, —That you are over-reached too, ha, ha, ba« only 
a Hitle art military ufcd— only undermined, or fOy as fliall 

Appear by the fair Araminta, my wife's permiffion. Oh, 

the devil 1 cheated at laft. [Lucy unmaflu. 

Sir Jo. Only a little art-military' trick. Captain, only 
countermined, or fo — Mr Vainlovc, 1 fuppofe you knoir 
whom I have got now — bet all's fbrgitca.- 

Vmh I know whom you bare not got ; pray ladies con- 
vince him. [Aram, and Belin. uarnajk. 

Sir Jo, Ah ! O Lord, my heart akca Ah ! Setter, a 

fogue of all fides. 

Sharf>. air Jofeph, you had better have pre-engaged this 
gentleman's pardon ; for tbough Vainlove be fo gencrqus 
to forgive the lofs of his miftrefs — I know not how Heart- 
well may take the loft of his wife. [Silvia unmajku 

Heart. My ^ifc ! by this light 'tis flie, the very cocka- 
trice—Oh Sharper, let me embrace thee but art 

thou fure (he is really married to him ? 

Setter. Really and lawfully married, 1 am witnefs. 

Sharp* Bellmour will unriddle to you. 

[Heart well gres to Bellmour. 

Sir Jo. Pray, Madam, who arc you ? for 1 find you ^ud 
I are like to be better acquainted. 

Silv. The worft of me is, that I am your wife 

Sharp, Come, Sir Jofeph, your fortune is not fo bad as 
you fear — A |ine lady, and a lady of very good quality. 

Sir Jo, Thanks to my knighthood, (he's a lady^- 

Vcun, That deferves a fool with a better title—* 

Fray ufe hci as my relation, or you (hail h<ax on't* 
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Mtuf, What. Ate yon a ve^nAQoit <wMi^F '9o. fpcMifc ? . 

Belter. And my relation: pray let her be refpedtcd accord? 
ingly — Well, iioaeft i.ucy, fai<( thee wcl^J think you and 
I have been play-fcUows off and on, any time this fcvea 
years. *. . 

Lucy. Hold your prating— I'm thinking what Toca« 
tton I (hall follow while my fptoole is planting lauiels in 
the wars. 

S^uf. No more wars, fpoufe, no raoic wars — while \ 
p!am laurds for my head abroad, I may find the tHraoches 
• iprout at home. 

Heart. BeHmour, T approve thy mirth, and thank thee 
•^and I cannot in gratitude (for 'I iee which way thou art 
going) fee thee fail into the iamc fnaxe, out of which thou 
deliver*d me. 

Beii. I thank thee, George, for thy good intention— ^- 
but there is a fatality in marriage-^-<-^or I ind I'm refo- 
lute. 

^Beetrt, Then good oonnfel will be thrown away upon 
.yseu— -For my part, I have once eicapM->-and when 1 Wicd 
again, may (he be ugly as an old bawd. 

Vaui» lll-natur*d as an old maid 

Bell, Wanton as a young widow . 

Sharp. And jealous as a barren wife. 

Heart, Agreed. 

Bell Well, *midft of thefc dreadful denunciations, and 
notwithftanding the warning and example before me, 1 
commit myielf to laftipg durance. 

Bilin. Prifoner, make much of your fetters. 

[Ghnng her hand. 

Bell Frank, will you kfeep us in countenance ? 

V^in: May I prefume to hope fo great a bIciCng ? 

jiram. We had better take the advantage of a little of 
our friend's experience firft. 

Bell O' my confcience fhe dares not confcnt, for fc;ir he 
fiiould recant. [Afide,] Well, we fhall have your company 
Co church in the morning— may be it may get^ you an ap- 
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To the Right Ho 19 o V K A B L s 

CHARLES MONTAGUE, 

ONE or THE 

LORDS of the TREASURY. 

SIR, 

IHE A R TI L Y wilh that this play were as per-» 
fe<ft as I intended it, that it might be more 
Worthy jour acceptance ; and that my dedicatioil 
oF it to you might be more becoming that honour 
and efteem which I, with every body who is fo for- 
tunate as to know you, have for you. It had your 
countenance tvheii yet unknown ; and now it is made 
public. It wants your protection'. 
I would not have any body imagine that I think 

; this play without its fatflts^ for I am confcious of 
feveral. I conFefs I defigned (tvhatever vanity or 
imbition occafioned that delign) to have written a 
true and regular comedy : but I found it an under- 
taking which put me in mind of Sudet multum^ 

' frufiraque lahoret aufus idem. And now, to make 
amends for the vanity of fuch a defign, I do confeft 

; Both the attempt^ and the imperfedl performailcre^ 
Yet I muf^ take the boldnefs to fay, I have not mif- 
carried in the whole; for the mechanical: part of 
it is regular. That I ipay fay with as little vanity, 
as a builder may fay he Has built a houfe according 
to the n^bdel laid down before him \ or a gardener 
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that he has fet his flowers m a knot of fuch or fucb 
a figure. I defigned the moral firft, and to that 
moral I inyented the fable, and do not know that 
I have borrowed one famt of it any where, I made 
the plot as ftrong as I could, becsuife it was fingk; 
and I made it fmgle, becaufe I would avoid con* 
fufion, and was refoived to preferve the three uni- 
ties of the drama. Sir, this difcourfe is ver j im* 
pertinent to you, whofe judgment much better can 
difcem the faults, than I can excufe them; and 
whofe good-nature, like that of a lover» will find 
out thofe hidden beauti^ (if there be any fuch) 
which it would be great immodefty far me to dif- 
cover. I think I do not fpeak improperly when I 
call you a lover of poetry ; for it is very well knowa^ 
ihe has been a very kind miftrefs to >ou ; (he has 
not denied you the laft favour ; and fhe has been 

fruitful to you in a moft beautiful iflue — — If I 

break oflF abruptly ^ere, I hope every body will un- 
derftand that it is to avoid a commendation, whicli, 
as it IS your due, would be moft eafy for me to pay, 
and too trouble fome for you to receive. 

I have, fince the asking of this play, hearkened 
after the objections which have been made to it; 
for I was confcious where a true critic might hare 
put me upon my defiance. I was prepared for the 
attack ; and am pretty confident I could have vin- 
dicated (bme parts, and excufed others ; and where 
there were any plain mifcarriages, I would moft 
ingenuouily have confefled them. But I have not 
L'eard any thing faid fufficient to provoke an an- 
fwer. That which looks moft like an obje^ion* ' 
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does not relate in particular to this play, but to all 
or moft that ever have been written; and that is, £o* 
llloquy. Therefore 1 will anfwer it, not only for 
my own fake, but to fave others the trouble^ to 
whom it may hereafter be objeded. 

I grant, that for a man to talk to himfelf, ap- 
pears abfurd and unnatural; and indeed it is fo ia 
moA cafes ; bat the circumdances which may at- 
tend the occafion, make great alteration. It of- 
tentimes happens to a man, to have defig^is which 
require htm to himfelf, and in tlieir nature cannot 
admit of a confident. Such, for certain, is all vil- 
lainy ; and other lefs mifchievous intentions may be 
very improper to be communicated to a fecond per- 
Soa^ In fuch a cafe therefore the audience muil ol>- 
ferve, whether the perfon upon the ftz^e takes any 
notice of them at all, or no. For if Ihe fnppofes 
any one to be by, when he talks to. himfelf, it is 
monftrous and ridiculous to the laft degree. Nay, 
not only in this cafe, but in any part of a play, if 
there is expreifed any know ledge of an audience, it 
is infufferable. But otlierwife, when a man in fo- 
liioquy reafons with himfelf, and fro's and con^^; 
and weighs all his defigns, we ought not to ima- 
gine that this man either talks to us, or to himfelf; 
he is only thinking, and thinking fuch matter as 
vere incxcufable folly in him to fpeak. But becaufc 
we are concealed fpedators of the plot in agitation, 
and the poet finds it necelfary to let us know the 
whole my fiery of his contrivance, he is willing to 
inforai us of the perfon's thoughts; and to that 
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end is forced to make life of the expedient of fpeech^ 
zio other better way being yet invented for the com* 
munication of thought. / 

Another very wrong objedbion has been made by 
fome, who have not taken vleifUre to didingutft the 
charai5lers. The henoof the play, as they are plea- 
fed to call him, (meaning Mellefbnt) is a guU, and 
made a fool, and chewed. Is every man a gull and 
a fool that is deceived ? At that rate \ am afrsud 
the two clafTes of men will be reduced, to one, and 
the knaves themfelves be at a lois to juilify their 
title : but if an open-hearted honeft man, who has 
aa entire confidence in one whom he takes to be his 
friend, and whom he has obliged to be fo; and who 
(to confirm him in his opinion) in all appearance^ 
and upon feveral trials has been fo ; if this man be' 
deceived by the tre^hery of the other j muft he of 
xieceflity commence fool immediately, only becaui« 
the other has proved a villain ? Ay, but there was 
caution given to Mellefaat. in the firft a6k by \m 
friend Carciefs. Of what nature was the caution I 
Only to give the audience fome light into the ch*- 
rader of MaJhuelK before his appearance ; and not 
to convince Mellefont of his treachery ; for that was 
mpre than Carelffs was then able to ^o ; ^ never 
knew Majknvell guilty of &y villainy; he was only 
a fort of man which he did not like. As for his 
fufpeding his familiarity with my Lady Toucknpo^*, 
let them examine the anfwer that MelUfint makes 
him, and compare it with the con(ki€t of jMa/kweJ/'s 
charader through tlie play. 

I would beg them again to look into the charadcr 
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of Majhweliy before they accufc Mellefont of wot- 
nefs for being deceived by him. For upon fummtng 
vp j(he enquiry into this objedlion, it may be found 
they-haye midaken cunning in one charader, for 
folly in another. 

But there is one thing, at which 1 am more con- 
cerned than all the falfe criticifms that al'e made up- 
XitL me ; and that is, fome of the ladies are offended* 
I am heartily forry for it, for I declare I would ra- 
ther d*/bblige all the critics in the world, than one 
of the fair fer. They are concerned that I have re- 
fn-efented fome women viciotift and aife^ed: how can 
I help it ? It is the bufmefs of a comic poet tp paint 
the yices and follies of human-kind ; and there are 
but two fexes,* male and female, merf and women, 
^hlch have a title to humanity : and if I leave one 
half of them out, the work will be imperfe<ft. 1 (hould 
be very glad of an opportunity to make my compli- 
ment to thofe ladies who are offended ; but they can 
no more expe<ft it in a comedy, than to be tickled by 
^-furgeon, when he is letting them blood. They 
who are virtuous or difcreet, Ihould pot be offended j 
forfuchcharaftersas thcfediftinguifh thenty and make 
^ their beauties more fhining and obferyed r^and they 
who are of the other kind, may neverthelefs pafs for 
fuch, by feeming not to be difpleafed, or touched 
with the fatire of this comedy. Thus have they alfo 
wrongfully ?iccufed me of doing them a prejudice, 
when 1 have in reality done them a fervice. 

You will pardon me. Sir, for the freedom I take 
of making anfwers to other people, in an epiflle 
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which ought wholly to be facred to you : but fiitce 
I intend the play to be fo too, I hope I may take 
the more liberty of juftifying it> where it is in ihc 
Tight. 

I muft now, Sir^ declare to the world, how kind 
you have been to my endeavours ; for in regard of 
what was well meant, you have excufed what was ill 
performed. I beg you would continue the fame me- 
thod in your acceptance of this dedication* I know 
no other way of making a return to that h ti:aanit]r 
you (hewed, in'protefting an infant, but by enrolling 
it in your fervice, now that it is of age and come 
into the world. Therefore be pleafed to accept of 
.this as an acknowledgement of the favour you have 
fhewn me, and an earneil •f the real fervice aodt 
gratitude of, 

S I R, 

Your moft obliged, 
humble fervant, 

William CoNCKivrr 
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To my dear Fneocl 

Mr C O N G R E V E, 

On tilt COMEDY called ' 

THE iDOUBLE-DEALER. 



WELL t^en ; the promisM honr is come at lad ; 
The prcfcnt age of wit obfcures the part : 
Strong were our fires ; and at they fought th^ey wrtt» 
Conquering with force of arms, and dint of wit ; 
Theirs was the giant race, before the flood ; 
And thus, when Charles returnM, our empire flood. 
Like Janus he the ftubborn foil manured, 
With rules of hulbandry, the ranknefs curM : 
Tam'd us to manners, when the ftage was rude; 
And boift'rous £ngli(h wit with art endu'd. 
Our age was cultivated thus at length ; 
But what we gain'd in ikill we loft in Arength. 
Our builders were with want of genius curft; 
The fccond temple was not like the firft : 
*Till you, the beft Vitruvius, come at length. 
Our beauties equal ; but excel our (Irength. 
Firm Doric pillars found your folid bafe ; 
The fair Corl<^thian crowns the highe> fpace ; 
Thus all below is rb-ength, and all above is grace. 
In eafy dialogues is Fletcher's praife ; 
He mov*d the mind, but had no power to raife. 
Great Johnfcn did by ftrength of judgment p'lcaies 
Yet doubting Fletcher's force, he wants his eafc. 
In differing talents both adorn *d their age ; 
One for the ftudy, t'other for the ftagc. 
But both to Gongreve juftly (Kail fubmir. 
One matched in judgment, both o^cr-match*d la wit. 
I 



I 
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\%n faim all beauties of this age we fee, 
Etberege hit courtfliip, Southern's purity ; 
The fattre, wit, and (Irength of manly' Wychcrly. 
AU this in blooming youth you have atchieT*«i ; 
Nof are your foird contemporaries griev*d ;' 
Sd much the rwectnefs of your manners move, 
We cannot envy you, becaufe we love. 
Fabitts might joy in Sdpio, when he (kvr 
A beardlefs conful made agaioft the law, 
Afid jom his fuffrage to the votes of Rome i 
Though he with Hannibal was overcome. 
Thus old Romano bow*d'to Raphael's fame ;. 
And fcholar to the youth he taught became. 

Oh ! that your brows my laurel had fuftain'dy. 
Well had I been depos'd, if you had reign'dl 
The father had defcended for the Ton ; 
For only you are li^ieal to the throne. 
Thus when the Hate one Edward did depofe i 
A greater Edward in bis room arofe. 
But now, not I, but poetry is curs*d ; 
For Tom the fccond reigns like Tom the firft. 
But let *eii) not miftake my patron's part;» 
Nor call his charity their own defer c 
Yet I this prophefy ; Thou fhalt be feen; 
(Tho* wi^h fome ihort parenthefis between^^* 
High on tlie throne of wit ; and feated there,^^ 
Hot mine (that's little) but thy laurel wear. 
^hy firft attempt an early promife made, 
That early promiie thi« has more than paid ^ 
1^ bold, yet ib judicioufly you dare. 
That your leaft praife is to be regular. 
Time, place and a<5lion, may with pains be wrought,. 
But genius mi&jd be born, and never can be taught. 
This is your portion; this your native (lore; 
Heav'n, that but once was prodigal before, 
To Shakefpeare gave as much; (he cou'd not give him more. 

Mamtain your pod : that*s all the fame you nced'^ 
For 'tif inpoilibie you ihould proceed. 
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Already l^m wora with cares and. age ; 
JknA joft abandonukg th' ttvgrateiul ftage : 
Uoprofitably kept at Heaven's ezpcnce, 
I live a rent-charge on his providence : 
But you, whom ev'ry muie and grace adora« 
Whom 1 forefce to better fortune born, 
Be kind to my renu^ns ; and, oh defend, 
Againft your judgment, your departed friend I 
Let not th* irifulting foe my flame purfue ; 
But flia'de tho/e laurels which defcend to you : 
And take for tribute what thefe lines exprcfs ; 
Xqu merit more > aor cou*4l my love do Icfs. 

JOHN DRYDEN. 
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Spoken by Mrs BRACEGIRDLE. 

MOORS have this way (as ftory tells) to kno# 
Whether their brats are truly got, or no ; 
Into the fca the ncw-bora babe is thrown, 
There, as in(lin(^ dire^s, tofwim or drown. 
A barbarous device, to try if fpoufe 
Has kept religioufly her nuptial vows. 

Such are the trials poets make of plays : 
Only they truft to more inconftant Teas ; 
So does, our Au^or, this his child conunit n 

To the temp^uous mercy «f the pit, > 

To know if it~belruly born of wit. 3 

Critics avaont ; for you are fi{h of prey^ 
And feed, like (harks, upon an infant play. 
Be ev*ry monger of the deep away ; 
Let's a fair trial have and a clear {ea. 

Let nature work, and do not damn too fooa, ^ 

For life muft (faruggle long ere it fink down ; > 

And will at lead rife thrice before it drown, J 

Let us confider, had it been our fate. 
Thus hardly to be prov'd legitimate ! 
I will not iay, we'd all in danger been. 
Were each to fufler for his mother's, fin : 
But, by my troth, I cannot avoid thinking. 
How nearly ibme good men might have Tcap'd finkiog. 
But Heav*n be prais*d this cuftom is confin'd 
Alone to th' offspring of the mufes kind : 
Our Chriftian cuckolds are more bent to pit)^; 
I know not one Moor hu(band in the city. 
V th* good man's arms the chopping baflard thrives ; 
For he thinks all his own that is his wife's. 

Whatever fa^e is for this play defign'd. 
The poet's fure he fliall ibme comfort find : 
For if his muie has play'd him falfe, the worft 
That can befall him, is to be divorcM ; 
Yoa hufbands judge, if that be to be curs'd. 
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Spoken by Mrs MOUNTFORD; 



C\OU*D poets but fore fee how plays would take, 

Then they cou*d tell what epilogues to make ; 
Whether to thank or blame their audience moft : 
But that late knowledge docs moch hasard cod T 
^Till dice are thrown, there's nothing won nor loft. 
So ^ill the chief has (lorn, he cannot know 
Whether he Hiall escape the law or no. 
But poets ran much greater hazards far, 
Than they who ftand their trials at the bar. 
The law provides a curb for its own fury, 
And fufifers juc^ges to dircfJt the jury : 
But in this court, what difi'Vcncedoes appear! 
for every one's both judge and jury here ; 
Nay, and what's worfe an executioner. 
All have a right and title to (bme part, 
£ach chocfnig that in which he has mod ait. 
Tht dreadful men of learning -all confound, 
Unlefs the fable's good, and moral ibund. 
The vizor -niaiks, that arc in pit and gallery, 
' A.pprovc, or damn, the repartee and raUery. 
Tne lady critics, who are bcnerTcad, 
inquire if chara<Sters are nicely bred ; 
'If the foft things are penn'd and fpoke with grace: 
They judge of a(5iion too, and time, and place ; 
fn whioli we do not doubt but they're diicerning, 
for that's a kind of aflignation learning 
JBeaux judge ot drefs ; the wktlings judge of fongs 5 
The cuckoldom, of ancient right, to cits belongs. 
Poor poets thus the favour are deny'd, 
£veD to <make exceptions, when they're try'd. 
"*Tis hard that they muft cv'ry one admit : 
Methinks 1 fee fomc faces in the pit, 
Which muft of confequence be foes to wit. 
Ifou who can judge, to fcntcnce may proceed ; 
But tho* he cannot write, let him be iteed 
At lead from their contempt, who cannot cead« 
Vol. I, It 
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MEN. 

Mas SWELL, a Tillain; pretendcd'S 

friend to Mcllefoot. gallant to( Mr ir*^*T».+fti. 

Lady Touchwood, and in lovcf MrfftTTE»to», 

vrith Cynthia, J 

lord Touchwood, uncle to Mel- 7 lur^ v^^-.^^^ 

Icfont, j MtKynAstok. 

Mellkfont, promifedto, and in 7 MrWrrrTiic. 

love with Cynthia, J Wflliams. 

CARELEts, ^is friend, MtVirbruggem* 

Lord Froth, a folcmn coxcomb, Mr Bowman. 
Brisk, a pert coxcomb, Mi Powell. 

Sir Paul Plyamt, an nxoclous,■^ 

/ooHHi, old knight; brother tof Ti*»T\^^^.«, 

Lady fguchwood. ind father to( MrDoCCEX. 

Cynthia, J 

WOMEN. 

Mellefont, n J 

Cynthia, daughter to Sir Paul by^ 

a former wife, promifed to Mel* > MrsBRAcBGiRDLZ* 

Icfont, J 

JLady Froth, a great coquet ; pre-"^ 

tender to poetry, wit and learn- > Mrs Mount FORT. 

ing, , 3 

X.ady Ply A NT, infolent to her"^ 

ha(band, and eafy to any pi^- > Mrs Leigh. 

tender, j 



Chaplain, Boy, Footmen and Attendaati« 

The S c e N E , a gallery in the Lord Touchwood'* houfc 
with chambers adjoijiing. 
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A CT I. S C ENE I. 

i^iidUty tH tht Lord Touchwood*! hou/e^ vtitb chambers ad' 
joining. 

Sinter CARELESS, erring tht Stage, 'wUh hit hat, gUvet, 
andfword in his hands ; as jnji rifen/rem table / M £ L L & 
f O N T foUoiuittg him, 

J MstL t tOlf T. 

NE D, Kcd, wBIther fo faft ? what, turn'd flinchcr? 
why, you won't leave us ? 
Care, Where are the women ? I*m weary Of 
guzling, and begin to thiiik them the better comparty. 
. MeL Thep thy realbn ftaggers, and thoaVc almoft drunk. 
Care, Ko, faith , but your fools grow noify ; and if a 
man muft endure the noiie of words without fenfe, I think 
the women have more mulical voices, and become nonicnfe 
better. 

MeL Why, they are at the en<i of the gallery, retir'd to 

' their tea and fcandal, according to their ancient cudom, 

after dinoer; but I made a pretence to follow you, be- 

' caufe I had fomething to fay to you in private, and I am 

not like to have many oppor-tunitie^ this evening. 

Care, And here*s this coxcomb mod critically come to 
interrupt jgoa. 
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& C £ N £ II. 
ITatfttm} BRI&iU 

Brisk. Boy», boys, lads, where are you ? What, do yott 
^ivc ground I Mortgage for a bottle, ha ? Carcle(>, this is 
your trick; you're always fpoiling company by lea- 
ving it. ^ 

Care. And thou art always fpoiling conrpany by cooing 
into*t. 

Brisk, Pooh, ha, ha, h», I know you envy me t fpite,. 
proud rpite, by the gods ! and burning envy— —-I'll bc: 
judg*d by Mellefont here, who gives and takes raillery 
better, you or I. Pfliaw, man, when I fey you fpoil com* 
pany by leaving "It, I mean you leave no body for the- 
company to laugh at. I think, there 1 was with you, ha I 
Mellcfout. 

Me!, O* my word, Briik, that was a home thruft, yoa 
have filen£*d him.. 

Brisk. Oh» my dear MelTefont, let me perifli, if tbou ^rt 
not the foul of converfation, the very cffcnce of wit, and. 

fpirit of wine, The ducc take mc, if thcr^. were three 

good things faid, or one underftood, flnce thy amputatioik 

/rom th^ body of our fociety, He, 1 think that's pretty^ 

and meiaphorical enough : Tgad I could not have iaid ife 
out of thy company, Garclcfs, ha? ^ 

Care. Hum, ay, what is't ? 

Brisk. O, mon caar } What is*t ? Nay gad HI puniflfe 
you for want of aK>'chenfion : the ducc take me if A tell 
you. 

MeL No, no, hang him, he has no taftc.^ But, dca» 

Briik, eicufe me, I have a little bufinefs. 

Care. Pr'ythcc get thee gone; thou fecft ^c are feribu^i. 

MeL We'll come immediately, if you'll go in, and keep 
up good huraour^nd fenfc in the company : pr'ythcc do,, 
they'll fall aflccp clfe. 

Briik. i'gad fchthcy will ^Wcll I will, I will, gad- 

you fliatl command me from the Zenith to the Nadir.— -flnt 
the ducc take mc if I fay a good thing 'till you cqom?»-«— 
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^t pt*y thee, dear rogue, make hafte, pr'ythee maVe haft^, 
I i])ali burft clfe. And yonder's your uncle, my Lord 

Touchwood, fwears hc*U difiaherit you, and Sir Paul Ply- 
int threatens to dirclaim you for a fonoin-law, and my 
Lord Froth won't dance at your wedding to*morr6w; nor 
the duce ta^ke me, I woq't write your epithalamium-^and 
ice what a condition you're like to be brought to. 

Mel. Well, rii fpeak but' three words, and follow you. 

Brisit. Enough, enough, Careiefs, bring your apprehca- 
lion along with you. 

S C £ K £ IlL 
MELLtlFONT, CARELESS. 

Caret Pert coxcomb ! 

MeL- Faith 'tis a good-natur'd coxcomb, and has very 
entertaining follies'^ You mull be more humane to him 3 
at this jun^ure, it will do me fervice. 1*11 tell you, I 
Would' have mirth continued thb day at any rate; though 
patience purchafe folly, and attention be paid with noire: 
there arc times when fenie may be unfcafonable, as well 
as truth. Pr'ythee do thou wear none to day ; but allow 
Briik to have wit, that thou may'ft feem a fool. 

Cure* Why, how now ; why this extravagant propofi-. 
tion? 

Meh O, I would have no room for icrious dcHgn, for 
I am jealous of a plot. I would hare noife and imperti- 
nence keep my Lady Toochwood's head from working ; 
for hell is not more bufy than her bfain, nor contains iz^re 
^evils than her imagination. 

■ Care* I thought your fear pf her had been ovfer> ■ ■ Ts 
not to-morrow appointed for your marriage with Cynthia; 
and her father, Sir Paul Plyant,come to fettle the writings 
this day, on purpofe ? 

MW. True ; but you fliall judge whether I have not 
reafon tobe alarm'd. None befides you, arfd Maikwdl, 
are acquainted with the fecrct of my aunt Touchwood^s 
▼ioleiit paiiiba fbi* :mc. Since my tfrft refufal of her ad- 
4tcSc9t Qkt has codcavour'd to do me all ill offices with 
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my uncle; yctbas manag'd Vra with that fubcihy, that 
to bim they have borne the face of kiadacfs; while her 
.inaJice, like a dark lantbofO, opiy flione upon me« where 
it was dire^d^ Still it g'Vit me kf^ perplexity to pre- 
vent the fuccefs of her di/jpIcaTure, than to avoid the im- 
portunities of her love ; and of two evils, I thought roy- 
fclf /avour'd in her avcriion.: but whether urg'd by her dc- 
fpair, and the ihort profpe<fl of the time (he &w,to.accom- 
pliOi her defigns ; whether the hopes of revenge, or of her 
love, terminated in the view of this my marriage witb 
Cynthia, I know not ; but this morning Ihc furpriz*d me 
in my bed. ' 

Care. Was there ever^foch a fury ! 'tis :weU nature has 
not pMt rt into herifex^s power to raviih — Well,^ blefs usl 
proceed. What fallowed > 

Mel. What at iirfl araaz*d me r For I )iDok*d to have 
ieen her in all the tranfports of a flighted and revengeful 
woman : but when I expe^S^ed thunder from her voic^ 
and lightning in her eyes ; I faw her melted into tears an<l 
huHi^^d into a figb. It was long befort either of as fpoke ; 
pallion had ty*d her tongue, and amazement mine.— — 
in {hort, the confequence was thus, {he omitted- nothings 
that the moft violent love could urge, or tender wprds ex- 
prcfs ; which when {he iawbad no cffc<St, but ftill IpteadeJ 
honour and nearne^ of blood to my uncle, then came the 
Aorm t fear'd at £r{l : for {parting frcMn my bed-fide like 
a fury, {he flew to my fword, and with moch ado I pre- 
vented her doing mcor herfeif a mifchicf : having difarm*d 
her, in a guft of paflioa (he left me, and in a refolutron^ 
coniirmM by a thooTand curfes, not tQ dofe htr eyes^ 'tiii 
they had Teen my ruin. 

C.r^. Exqu^te woman i but what the devil, does {i\€ 
think thou hafl: no more fenfe, than to get an heir upoo 
bcr body to diiinherit thyfclf r for afr I take it, thi^ fettle- ' 
ment upon you, is, with a proviib, that your uncle have 
no children. 

MeL It is fo. Well, the fcrviceayoa are to da mt» 
viUbc a pleafare to yoorftlf; I «mA;|;et you.to cf^agft 
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my Lady Plyaat all tbif cveniag, that my piou» aunt maf 
aot work her to her intercA. And if you chance to ftcurc 
her to yourfelf, you may inclrac her to mine. Sbe*« hand* 
fome, and know^s it; is very fUIy^azid thinks flie ha» ienre» 
and has aa.cM fond bu/band* 

Care. 1 confefs, a very fair foundation for a lorer t9 
build upon. 

Mel, For my Lord Froth, he and his wt£e will be fuf* 
iiciently taken up. with admiring one another, and Bri&'f 
gallantry, as they call it. Ill obferve my uncle myielf : 
and Jack Maikwell has promifed me, to watch my aunt 
narrowly, and give me notice upon any fuipicioiK As -for 
Sir Paul, my wife's father-in-law that is to be, my dear 
Cynthia has fuch a (hare in his fatherly fondnefs, he 
would fcarce make her a moment uncafy, to have her hap* 
py hereafter. " V 

Care. So, you have mann'dyonr wo^ks : bot I wi(h yon 
may not have the weaktft guard, where the enemy i$ 
flrongcd. 

MeL Maikwell, you mean ; pr'ythee why fliould yoa 
fufpcdl him ? 

Care. Faith, I cannot help it, you know i never lik'd 
him; I am a little fupcrflicious in phyfiognomy. 

Mei. He has obligations of gratitude, to bind htm to 
me ; his dependence upon my 4incle is through my meant* 
. €a^ e. Upon your aunt, you mean. 

Mel, My aunt ? 

Care, Vm mi (lake a if there be not a familiarity betweet| 
them, you do not iufpe^Slt, notwithftanding her paiEon fOr 
you. 

MeK Pooh, pooh, nothing in the world but his deixga 
to dome fervice ; and he endeavours to be well in he^ 
cfteem, that he may be able to efi*e<Sb it. 

Care, Well, I fliall be glad to be mifhiken; but, youf 
aunt's afverfion in her revenge, cannot be any way To efiec* 
tually (hewn, as in bringing forth a child to diAnherit you; 
She is handfome and cunnj ag, and naturally wanton: 
liMkwcU if ik(h and blood at hcfti and o|»portaiutk» h€e 
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'tween them arc frequent. His affection to you,yott have'coB* 
fcfied, is grounded upon hit intereft; that you have tranf* 
-planted; and fliould it take root in my Lady, I don*t &< 
vhat you can eipe<^ from the fruit. 

Mel. I confefs the coofequencc is vifiUe, were your fo^ 
^itcions juft.— 'But feCi the company is broke up, let's 
meet *em. 

SCENE IV- 

in themi Lord. TOUCHWOOD, Xord F KOT H, Sir 
• PAUX^PJ^YANT, and BRISK. . 

Lord Touch, Out upon't, nephew— —Leave your fa* 
ther-in-law, and me, to maintain our ground againft young 
people. 

Mp/. I beg your Lordfliip's pardoti ■ * w e are juft tC' 
turning. 

' Sir PdMt Were you, Ibd .' Gadfhud, much' better as t( 
h — —Good, ftrangc ! I fwcar I'm almoft tipfy— — ^t'othe* 

bottle would hate been too pox^xrfu! for me, asfureas 

can be it would ——We wanted your company, but Mr 
Briik — where is he ? I-fwear and vow, he*s a mod facetious 
pcrlon— and the beft company.— —And my Lord Froth, 
your Lordfliip is fo merry a man, he, he, he. 

Lord ¥rotb» O foy. Sir Paul, what do you me^m ? Merry! 
O barbarous ! Td as lievc you call'd me fool. 

sir Paul* Nay, I protefl and vow now, *tis true; whea 
l^r Briflc jokes, your Lord{hip*s laugh does fe become yoUy 
be, he, he. 

Lord Fr9th* Ridiculous ! Sir Paul, you're ftran^ly mi^ 
Haken, I find champagne is powerful. I afTure you,- Sit 
Faul, I laugh at nobody's jeft but my own, or^ lady's; i 
jaflure you, Sir Paul. 

Briik. How? how my Lord? what, affront my wifl 
let meperifli, do I never &y any thing worthy to bclaugh*4 
ftt? 

Lord FwM. O foy, don't mifapprehend me, -I dont 
fay fo, for I often fmile at your conceptions. But there 
U nothiAg nunc uabccomiog a man oi quality, than •• 
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laugh ; *tis fuch a vulgar expreiBon of the paUioa I ctrcry 
body can laugh. Then cfpeeialiy to laugh at the jtA 
of an ioferioor perfoBs or when any-body eUc pf the fame 
quality docs not laugh with one ^ridiculous I To be plcai^ 
cd with what pleafes the croud ! Now when I laugh, I al- 
ways laugh alone. 

Brisk I fiippoCt that's bccaufe you laugh at your ewb 
jefts, Tgnd, ha ha, ha. 

: Lord Froth. He, he, 4 fwear, tho', your raillery provoket 
me to a Anile. 

Brisk. Ay, my Lord, 'tis a fign I hit you in the teeth if 
you (hew 'cm. * 

Lord Froth. He, he, he, I fwear that's fo very pretty, I 
can't forbear. 

Care- I find a quibble bears more fway in your Lord- 
fliip's face, than a jcft. - 

Lord Touch. Sir faul, if yott pleafe we'll retire to the 
ladies, and drink a dilh of tea, to fettle our heads. 

Si* PauL With all my heart. -Mr Briik, you'U 

come to us, or call me when you joke, I'll be ready t» 

laugh iacontinently. 

SCENE V. 

MELLEFONT. CARKLE^V L«Pd rROTa, Bai»»^ 

Mel. But does you* Lord (hip never fee comedies ? » 
Lord Fr(rfi5..b yes, fomctimcs— But I never lau^ 

Mel. No? 

Lord Froth. Oh no— Never laugh indeed. Sit. , 

Care. No! why what do you go there for ? 

Lord Frbth. To diftinguifli myfelf from the commonar- 

■ ty, and «of tify the poets ; the fellows grow fo conceited, 

when any of their fooliih wit prevails upop the fidc- 

•taoxcs— I fwear,-~-^He, he> he, 1 .have often conarain d 

' Biy inclinations to laiigh, He, he, he, to avoid giving: 

ithem entouragcmcnl. , ,i 

Me!. You are cruel to yourfclf, mj Lord, a» wcU as 
-^Vialiciotts^ to theok 
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Lord Froth, I confcft 1 di4 myfclf fomc Vtolctfce af firft; 
but fliow, 1 think I have conquer*d \t. 
: Brisk. Let me peri{h, my Lord, but there is fomeCking 
very particular in the humoar ; 'tis true, it makes againft 
wit, and Tm fbrry for fome friends of mine that write, 
but— I'gad, I love to he raalicioas— Nay, duce take me, 

.there's wit in V too And wit mu ft be foil'dbywit; 

cut a diamond with a diamond ; no other way, I'gad. 
• Lord Fretb. Oh, I thought you would not be long before 
you found out the wit. 

Care. Wit ! In what ? where the devii's the wit, in not 
laughing when a man has a mind to*t. 

Brisk, O Lord, why can*t you find it out ?— —- Why 

there 'tis, in the not laughing Don't you apprehend 

•me !-^My Lord, Carelcfs is a very honcft fellow, but 

harkce, ^you underftdnd me, fomewhat heavy, a littk 

^ih^Uow, or fo. Why I'll tell yon now, fuppofc now 

you come up to me — Nay, pr'ythcc, Carefefs.be inftru^- 
cd. Suppofe, as 1 was faying, you come up to me holding 

yoqr fides, and laughing, as if you would — Well i 

look grave, and aik the caufe of this immoderate mirth 
—-you laugh on ftill, and are not able to tell me — Still 
1 look grave, not fo much as fmile. — 

Care, Smile, no, what the devil ihould you fmlle at, 
whin you fiippo(c I can*t uU you ! 

Brisk, Pfliaw, pfliaw, pr'ythee don't interrupt me.-- — 
But I tell 5'ou, you ftiall tell me— at laft---^But it fiiall 
•be a great while firft. 

Care. Well, but pr'ythce don't let it be a great while, 
becaufe 1 long to have it over. 

. Brhk, Well then, you tell me fomc^oodjeft, or very 
'witty thing, laughing all the while, as if you^wete ready 
' to die- and I hear it, and look thus— —Would not you be 
difappolnted ? 

Care, No ; for If it were a Witty thing, I ihould XMt 
rxpedl you to under (land it. 

Lord Fr9tb. O Xoy, Mr Carelefs, all the world ailotiRft 
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Ht firlik 40 have wit, xny wife fays he has a great deal. 
I hope you will think her a judge. 

Brisk, Pooh, my Lord, his voice goes for nothing.— ^^ 
l^n'tteli hdw to make him apprehcnd.-^Take it t'other 
way. Suppofe I fay a witty thing to you ? 

Care. Then I fhall be difappointed indeed. 

Mel. Let him alone, firiik, he 16 obfUnately bent not 
tobcinftruiacd. 

Bmk, I'm forty for him, 'the deuce take me. 

Ml, Shall we go to. the ladies, my Lord ? 

Lord Ftoth. With all my heart, methinks we are a fbli- 
tudc without *em. 

Mel Or, what fay you to another bottle of champagne ?' 

Lord Froth ,0, for the univerfe, not a drop more I be- 
feech you. O intemperate ! I have a fluQiing in my face 
already. [^Tckei out a pocket-j^lafi, and looks hi it. 

Brisk, Let me fee, let me fee, my Lord, I broke my 
Slafs that was in the Ijd of my fnuff-box. Hum! Deuce 
take me, I have encouraged a pimple here too. 

[Takes the glafSf and looks. 

Lord Froth, Theft you muft mortify him with a patch; 
my wife (hall fupply you. Come, gentlemen, d/lous^ here 
u company coming. 

6 C E N E VI. 
' I-ady TOUCn WOOD and MASKWELL. 

I^ady Touch, TJl hear no more — Y*are falfe and un- 
gratefttl ; come, I know you falfe. 

Mask. I have been frail, I confefs, Madam, for your la- 
dyfhip*s fcrvice. 

Lady Tcuch, That I (hould truft a man, whom I had 
known betray his friend. 

Ma*k, What friend have I betrayed ? or to whom ? 

Lady Touch. Your fond fripnd Mellefont, and to me $ 
can you deny it ? 

. f^ask, I do not. ^ 

- l^^dj Touch, Have you not wrongM my lord, who has, 
been a father to you in your wants, and given you being.' 
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Have yott not wrongM him in rhe highcft manner, in hlf 
bed? 

Mask. With your ladyfiiip*s help, and for your fcrrict, 

«• I told y*ott be;r>re. I can't deny that neither. Any 

thing more, Madam ? 

'Lttdj Teach. More! Audacious villain. O, what's more, 
is mod my niamc.— *— Have you not diflionour'd me ? 

Mask. No, that I deny; for I never told in all my life: 
io that accufation's anfwePd; on to the next. 

LadyT^ri^. Death, do you dally with my paflion? In- 
folent devil ! But have a care,— Provoke me not ; for, 
liy the eternal fire, you (hall not 'fcapc my vengeance.— 
Calm vilUin 1 How uBConcem*d he fiands, confefling 
treachery and uogratitude ^ Is there, ti vice more black 1 
«— O, I have excuies, thoufantfs for my faults ; fire in nry 
temper, pafCous in my/bnl,'a'pt to ev'ry provocation; op- 
prcfsM at once with love, and with dcfpair. But a fedate, 
a thinking villain, whole black blood runs temperately 
bad, what excufe can clear ? 

Maik. Will you be in temper. Madam ! I would not 
talk not to be heard. I have been \Sbe vmlks ahout djoraerei-l 
a very great rogue for your fake, and you reproach loc 
with it; I am ready to be a rogue Aill, to do you fervice; 
and you are flinging confcience and honour in my face, to 
rebate my inclinations. How am I to -behave myfclf? 
You know I am your creature, my life and fortone in your 
power ; to difobligc you, brings me certain ruin. Allow 
it 1 would betray you, I would not be a traitor to myfcif : 
I doii*t pretend to honefty, becaufe you know I am a raP* 
cal: but I would convince you from the necefllty of my 
being firm to you. 

Lady T<7«cA. Neceffity, impudence ! Can no gratitude in- 
cline you, no obligations touch yuu ? Have not my for- 
tune, and my perlbn been fubjetSted to your plcafure ? Were 
you not in the nature of a fervant, and have not I in ef- 
fed^ made you lord of all, of me, and of my \otd : Where 
4s that humble love, that languifliing, that adoration, Which 
once was paid me, and everlaftingiy eogag*d I 
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Ar«ii Fiz'd, Tooted in mj htMXU viMace Mlhbf ott 

lemovc 'cm, yet yoa 

iadyTttfc^ Yet, what ;£t? 

Miui Nay, mifcoaccWe rae not. Madam, when t ^ay 
I have had a generottt aad a faithful pai&oii, whi^ yott 
had acvcr favcmr'd, but thrauj^ vcvcnge aad |]Dli<;y« 

Lkdy Touch, Ha! 

Mask. Loek you, Madam, iw? are alone-— ^Pmy con- 
tain youriclf, and hear xne. Yo|i know you iov'd your 
aepbew, when 1 fnft figh*d for you ; I <iaickly fouftd it t 
an argument that I lov*d ; for with that art you veiPd 
your paffion, 'twas imperceptible to aH bat joalous eyes^ 
This difcovery made me bold: I confeis its iot by it, I 
thoi^ht yoa iu my power. Your nephew'e icorn of yon 
added to my hopes ; i-watch*d the occafion, and took you, 
juft repuKed by -him, warm -at once with love and iadig* 
nation; your dirpofiiion,my arguments, and happy op|>oc- 
Cunity, accoroplifli*d my dtfign ; I prefs'd the yielding mi* 
nute, andfWas biefs'd. fiow ( have lov*d you fince, \rordt 
have not ihewn, then how (honkl worda exprefs ? 

Lady Toucb, Well, mollifying deyil !— — And have I not 
net your love with forward fire ? 

Mask. Yoar aeal, I grant, was ardeat, but tnirplacM^ 
there was revenge in view: that woman's idol had defil'd 
the temple of the God, and love was made a mock^wor- 
(hip. ■•A ion and heir would have edgM young Melle- 
font upon the brink of ruin, and left him none but yott 
to catch at for prevention. 

Lady Touch, Again, pwvoke me ! Do you wind me like 
alarum, only to rouae my own ftiUd ComX foe your divert 
£on ? Confu^on ! 

Mask, Nay, Madam, Vm gone, if you relapfe. -'-^' ^ 
What needa this ? I fay nothing but what you yourfelf, 
in (ipen hours of love, have told me. Why fliould you 
deny it ? Kay, how can you ? Ic not all this prefent heat 
owing to the fame fire r Do you not love him ftill ? Ho%v 
have I this day offended you, but in not breaking off his 

Vot.I. L 
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•nmrch witii Cfocfala f which «re to-mono v iball be dene, 
— r — had you but patience. 

Lady Touch. How, what faii you, Maikwell .'^Another 
caprice to unwind my temper ? 

Mask. By Heaven, no; I am your Have, the flavc of all 
your pleafuves ; and will not reft till I hare given you 
peace, would you fufier me. 

Lady Tmtcb. O, Maikwell, in vain do I difguiie me fr«m 
thee, thou know'ft me^ know*ft the very inmoft wind- 
ings and receflcs of my ibttl. — Oh Mellefont! 1 bum; mat^ 
ried to-morcow! Defpair ftrikes me. Yet my lbulknow« 
I hate him too : let him but once be mine, and next mo* 
menc immediate ruin feisse him. 

Mask. Compofe yourlclf, you £ball poiTefs and ruin him 
too. ■ ■ ■ Will that picaic you ? 

Lady Tovfift. How, how ? thou dear, thou precious vil- 
laio, how? 

Mask,' You have already been tampering with my Lady 
Plyan4 •' 

Lady Tweb, I have : flic is ready for any impreffion I 
think fit. 

Mask' She miift be thoroughly periiiaded, that Mellefont 
loves her. * 

hadjTmtcb. She is ib credulous that way naturally, and 
iikes him Co well, that flic will believe it iiafter than I can 
pcrfuade her. But I don't fee what you can propofe from 
fuch a trifling defign ; for her firfl converiing with Melle- 
font will convince her of the contrary. 

Mask. I know it. 1 don't depend upon it. — ^But 

it will prepare fomething c\fc ; and gain us leifure to lay a 
AroDger plot : if I gain a little time, I. fliall not want con* 
trtvance. 

One minute gives invention to deftroy; 
S^hat to rebuild, will a whole age employ. 
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ACT II. S CE N E I. 

LadyFROTH 4%i CYNTHIA. 

Cynthia. 

tNDEED, Madam! Is it pollible your Lady/hip could 
^ have been fo much in love ? 

Lord Froth*. I could not flccp one wink for three weelu 
totgcthcr. • 

Cyn. Prodigious I I wonder want of fleep, and fo much 
love, and fo much wit as your JLadyfliip has, did not turn 
your brain. 

Lady Froth, O my dear Cynthia, you muft not rally you? 
friend,— but really, ^as you fay, I wonder too — but then 
} had a way — fur between you and I, I had whimiies and 
vapours, but I gave them vent. . 

Cjn. How pray. Madam ? 

Lady Froth, O 1 writ, writ abuadantly,— — do you 
never write ? 

dn. Write, what ? 

Lady Froth, Songs, elegies, fatires, encomiums, panegy-' 
rics, lampoons, plays, or heroic poems. 

Ofn, O Lt>rd, not 1, Madam; I'm. content to be a cour- 
teous reader. 

. Lady Froth, O inconfiftent I in love, and not write ! if 
my Lord and I had been both of your temper, we had ne- 
ver come together — O blefs me! what a fad thing would 
that have been, if my Lord and I ihouid never have met ! • 

Qrff. Then neither my Lord nor you would ever have 
met with your match, on my cosfcience. 

Lady Froth. O* my confcience no more we (hould ; thou 
iay'ft right ; for fure my Lord Froth is as ^ne a gentlemaa 
and as much a man of quality ! Ah, nothing at all.of the 
comnon air-* I think I may fay he wants nothing but a 
blue ribbon and a (lar to make him fliine, the very phof- 
phorus of our hemifphere : do you underftand thofe two 
bard words ? If you don't, .1*11 explain 'cm to you. 
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C^M. Yes, yet, Madam, Vm not fo igaotanf^ at lead X 

won't owa k, to be uoubled wirfa your ioAruaiom. 

Lady FMtb. Nay, I beg yoar pardon ; but being deriv'd 
from the Greelc, I thought you might have eicap'd the 
etymology— —But Vm the more aniaa*d to £nd- you a wo» 
ipan of letteis, and not write ! bleft me ! how can McUe« 
font bcUcvc you Iotc him ? 

Cyn. Why faith, Madam» he tlazt won*! take my word^ 
Hiall never have it under my hand. 

L.ady Frotb, I vow Mcllefont*s a pretty gentleman, but 
methinks he wants a manner » 

Cyn, A manner! what's that. Madam? 
. Lady Froth, Some di(fa'ngui(hing quality, as for example,, 
the bcllair or bpllant of Mr Briik; the ibiemnity, yet 
coniplaifance of my Lord, or fomethisg. of his owa thak 
ihould look a little j« ntjtay gftdy ; he is too mueh a medi- 
ocrity, in my mind. 

CV«. He does not indeed afie<£^ cither pertneifs or formair 
lity, for which I like him ; here he comes. 
, Lady Frotb. And my Loid^with him; pray obfcrve the 
difierencc. ' . 



S C S N E It 

iroihem2 Lord FROTH, MELLEFONT snd Bltl StIU 

Cyn. Impertinent creature! I could almoftbe angry witl» 
her now. [Afiiu 

Lady Froih. My Lord, I have been tcHing Cynthia, hoir 
much I have been in love with ydu, I fwear I have; Tin. 
liot afliam'd to own it now ; Ah, it makes my heart leap*. 
I vow, I figh when I think on't ; my dear Lord, ha» hi,, 
ba, do you remember, my Lord ? 

ISfMeezes him hy the hani^ ImIi iMfy «i 
ytjvi^[ighs^ §nd tbfH hiitihi mfU 
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Lord F^§tk Plcafant ercatorc ! ^rfcaiy well, ah! that 
look, ajr, there it is ; who could rcfift ! 'twas fo my heart 
was made a captive, and crer fiace *c hat been in love with 
hippy ilavcry. 
Lady Froth» O that tongue! that dear deceitful tongue! 
- that charmins foftnefs ia your mein and your expreifion ! 
and then your bow ! Good my Lord, bow as you did whea 
I gave you my pidlure ; here, fuppoie this my piAure— — 
[Gives him « fetkehgla/s,] Pray mind my Lord; ah, he 
bows charmingly; nay, my Lord, you llian*t kifs it £o 
much) 1 {hall grow jealous, 1 tow now. - 

' [He bo-ws prefoundly kw, then i'tfes ih gla/ju 

Lord Frotb. I faw myfclf there,' and kifs*d it Ibr your 
feke. 

Lady Froths Ah, gallantry to the laft degree Mr 

Briik, you*re a judge ; was ever any thing fo well bred at 
my Lord ? 

Brijk. Never any thing but your Ladyfiiip, let me 
periih. 

Lady Frctb. O prettily tum*d again ; let me die but yoa 
have a great deal of wit : Mr MeUefont, don't you think . 
Mr Brifk has a world of wit ? 
MeL O yesy Madam. 
Brisk, O dear Madam 
Lady Frotb, An infinite deaL 
Sriik. O Heavens, Madam 
Lady Froth More wit than any body. 
Briik, Vm evexlaAtngly your humble fcrvant, deuce eake 
jne. Madam. 
Lord Froth, Don*t you think us a happy couple ? 
Qrff. I vow, my Lord, I think you the happieft coupfe 
m the world, for you*re not only happy in one another 
and when, you afe together , but happy in yourfclvcs, and 
by yourfclvcs. 

. hotdSftth. I hope Mcllefont will make a^odd hulband 
too. 
<>. *Tii my intere^ to believe he will, my Lord* > 
L J 
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Lofd Fnth. D'ye think hell 2otc yoo at well as I do Uf 
trife ? I'm afraid not. 

Cpi, I believe he'll love me better. 
I^ord Frpth. Heavens ! that can never be ; bat why di» 
yon think (h ? . 

- Cyn. Becanfe he has aM lb much realbn to be fond of 
hlmfclf. 

Lord Fr<ahi O yonr humble ftrvant for that, dear Ma^ 
dam ; well, McUefont, you'll be a happy creature. 

^ MfL' Ay, niy Lord,' I (hall have the fame reaibs for my 
happinefs that youir Lordfliip has, f fliall think myfelf 
happy. 

X^ordFrca. Ah, that's alh 

Brisk, To Lady Froth.] Your Lady{hip*s in the rights 
but I*gad Vm wholihy tum*d into (atirc. I confefs I write 
but fcldom, but when I do'^-kecn iambics Tgad. But my 
2x>rd was telliog me» your Ladyihip has made an effkf 
coward an heroic poem» ' 

Lady Frrtb. Did my Lord tell you ? yes, I vow, and the 
Iubjc6k is my Lord*s love to me. And what do you think 
J aaU it ? I dare fwtar you won't guefs — ^— The SiBabub^ 
ha, ha, ha. 

Brisk Becaufe my Lord's title's Froth, I'gad^ ha, ha,, 
ha, deuce take me, very a profos and furprifing, ha, ha, ha^ 
Lady Froth. He, ay, is it not ?^— — and then I caU aip* 
felf? 
Brisk, La^rBa, nay be-^'gad t cannot telL . 
Xady Froth Biddy, that^s all ; JuB my own name» 
Briik, Biddy ! i'gad very pretty— ^-deuce take me if yosf 
LadyBiip has not the art of furpri&ig the moft naturally 
ib thr world— ^l hope yon wiU make me happy in com^ 
SDunicating the poem. 

Lady Fi'otb, O jou mufl be my confident, I mnft aife 
your advice 

Briik. I'm your famnble fervant, let me peri A ■ ■ ■ I 
preiume your LadyBiip has read BoBu ? 
Lady Fr$Ut. O yet, md Rapin, and Dacies vpoft Asif/atft 
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and Horace.-— -Mj Lord, you mnft not be jealoot, 1*1^ 
commttnlcating all to Mr Briflc. 

Lord Froth, No, no* TU allaw Mr Briik ; have 700 q0* 
thiog abottt you to flicw bim, my dear ? 

Lady Froth, Yc«, I believe I have^— Mr Bride, comc» 
will yoo go into the next roooi, and there I'll (hew yoa 
what I have. 

Lord Froth. I'U walk a torn in the gptf den, and oome t» 
you. 

SCENE III. 
MSLLEFONT, CTNTBIA.. 

MeL You're thoughtful, Cynthia I 

Q«. I'm thinking, though marriage makes man and wife 
one flefli, it leaves them Hill two fools ; and they become 
more confpicuous by fetting off one another. 

MeL That*s only when two fooU meet, and thek folliet 
are opposed 

Cyn^ Kay» I have known twoi^its meet, and by the op* 
portion of their wit, render thcmfelves as ridiculous as 
fools. Tis an odd game we're going to play at ; what 
think you of drawing (lakes, and giving over in time ? 

M<h NOy hang't, tlAt's not endeavouring to win, becaufe 
it*8 poffible we may lofe; fiocc we have ihuffled and cut,' 
let's eVn turn up tri^mp now. 

Qw. Then 1 find it*s like cards, if either of u» have m 
good hand it is an aa:ident of Fortune. 

Mtl. No, marriage is rather like a game at bowls ; for* 
tone indeed makes the match, and the two neaiseft, and 
Ibiaettmes the two farthcfta re together ; but the game de- 
pends entirely upon judgment. 

Cfyn* Still it is a game, and conicquently^one of us mud 
be a loTcr. 

MiL Not at ail; only a friendly trial of &\n, and the 
laannings to be laid out in an entertainment.—- rWhat*s 
llcre, the giuiic I Oh, my lord has promised the company 
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m new fimg, well ^ 'on to give it 'u< by tbe wty« t^f ^ 
CfMf crt^Ji^ the flag f»] Pray let at have the favour of fOih 
to prA^ife the Umg before the compaBj bear it. 

i O Jf «« 
I. 

C^nthta fhwMS wheae'er I woo her^ 
Tet Jbe*i vext if J give over; 
Much fie fears Ifiould undo her. 
But much more to loje her lovtr s 
Thusin doubtinxficrefufis; 
And won vfittuiuif thus fie lofes* 

II. 
Pr*jthei, Cyuttici took hehiudyou^ 
■ Aie tudwriuklts •wiU o*ertakejoUt 
Then, too kte, deftre will find you^ 
When the power mufi for/ake you . 
Tbimk, tbiuk, o* the fad coudftiou^ 
To he paft, jet wifi fruitiou, 

Mel. You ihall have my thanks below. 

[T* the Mufic^ f hey go ouU 

S C E K £ JV. - ^ 
£n/^«m3 Sir FAUL PLYANT, and Udj PhYAKT, 

Sir Paui. GacUbud ! I am provok'd into a fermentatioBf 
as my Ladjr Froth fays j was ever the like read of in ftory 1 

LsLdy Pfyaut, Sir Paul, have patience; lei me alone to 
tattle him up. ' 

. Sir PauL Pray yonr Ladyfhtp give me leave to be angry 
-.——1*11 rattle him up 1 warraat you, V\l firk him with a 
Certiorari. 

Irady Piyant, Tou firk him ! 1*11 firk him myfelf ; pcay, 
Sir Paul, hold you contented. 

Cyn, Blefs me, what makes my fftkber n liicb a pa0to ! • 
I never law )dm thn.f befoie« 
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£t Pm/. Hold yourfelf 6onkcntcd, my Lady Plyant— «- 

I fit d paifion coining upon mc by inflatioa, and 1 cannot 

iubmit as formerly, thcrelore give way. 

lAdfPfya»t» How now, will yga be pleaTcd to retire, and— » 

Sir Paul. No, marry, will I not be pleafed ; I am pleaic4 

to be angry, that's my pleafuie at this time. 

Mel. What can this mean ? 

Lsidj Pfyartti Gad*s my life, the man*8 diflradted^ whf 
how now, who are you ? What am 1 1 Slidikins, can*t I 
govern you ? What did I marry you for ? Am I not to be 
abfolute and uncontrolablc? Is it fit a woman of my ipi«. 
tit and condu<Sk, ihould be contradiifted in a matter of thia 
concern ? 

Sir Paul. It ecwicems me, and only me ;— — -Befides» 
Tm not to be govern'd at all times. When I am in tran« 
qutUity, my Lady Plyant (hal) command Sir Paul ; but 
when I'm provok'd to fury, I cannot incorporate with pa* 

tience and rcaibn, 1^ as ibon may tigers match with 

tigers, lambs with lambs, and every (rcature couple with 
jta foe, as the poet fays.— — • 

Lady Plyant. He's hot-headed ftill I 'Tis in vain to talk 
to you ; but remember I have a curtain le^ure for youtu 
you difobcdient headftroog biutc. 

Sir Paul No. *Tis becaufe I won't be a brutey and have 
my head fortify'd, that I am thus exafpcrated— But 
I will proteifl my honoux, and yonder is the violator «£ 
my fame. 

Lady Plyant. '*Tis my honour that is eoncern'd, and th^ 
violation was intended to me. Your honour ! You have none 
but 'what is in my keeping, and I can difpoTe of it when ^ 
pleafe ^Therefore don't provoke me* 

Sir Paul. Hum, Gad(bud, ihe fays true— —Well, mj; 
Lady, march on, I will fight under you then : I am coa<* 
vinced, as far as pafiion will permit. 

[Lady Plyant and Sir Paul come up to MtUefont* 

Lady PfyMt. Inhuman and treacherous-*^ 

Sir Paul Thou ferpeat md firft tempUr of woman»^ 
kiftd..~^ 
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Q^n. JSitCs me ! Sir ; Madam ; what meaa you ? 

Sir Faal. Thy, Thy, cdmc away Thy, touch him not f 
come hither, girl, go not near him, there 'v notlung but 
decejt about him ; fiiakes 4^ in his perulce, and the cro* 
dodife of Kilus hi bhi belly ; he will eat thee up alive. 

Lady Plyant, Dffhonourabje, impudent creature ! 

Mel, For Heay'o*s fake, Madam^ to whom do you di- 
rndl this language \ 

lady PlyanU Have I behavM myfelf with all the decornn 
tfnd nicety befitting the pcrfonof Sir Paul's wife ? Hai^e "h 
p'refervM my honotir as it were in a fnowohoufe for theie 
three years paft ? Have I been white and uofully'd evaa 
by Sir Paul hiq;ifclf ? 

Sir Paul, Nay, (he has been an invincible wife, even to 
tut ; that's the truth on't. 

' Lady Plygnt, Have !, I fay, preierv*d myfelf, like a fair 
flieet of paper, for you to make a blot upon ?«-— > 

Sir Paul, And ihe ihall make a fimile with any woman 
in Snghind. 

Mth I am (b amaz'd, I know- not what to fay. 
* Sir Pauk Do you think my daughter, this pretty crea- * 
ftire; Gadfbud, £he*s a wife for a cherubim ' do you think 
her fit for nothing but to be a (lalking horfe to ftand be* 
Ibre you, while you take aim at my wife; Gadfbud, I waa 
never angry bcsfore in my Hfe» and 1*11 never be appeas'cL 
again. 

Mel, Hell and damnation! this is my aunt ; fucb ma* 

Bee can be engendered no where elfe. [^^V. 

I ady PlyMi, bir Paul, take Cynthia from his fight ; leave 

ilie to ftrike him with the remorfc of his intended crime- 

V . Cya. Pray, Sir, ftay, hear him ; I dare affirm he*s iuno* 

ttm, 

• Sir Paul, iBnoceot ! Why hark*yc. come hither Thy^ 
hark'ye, I had it from his aunt, my fifter Touchwood-—^ 
Oadfbud, he does not care a farthing for any thing of thee, 
but thy portion : why« he's in love with my wi^ ; Ibe 
^Nkold have taotali«'d thee, and made a cuckold of tky 
poor father,— and that would certainly have broke mj beaxt 
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» ■ ' V m {vac if ev^r I (hould have horat, they would kill 
me ; they would never boiiie kutdly, I ihould die of *em« 
like a child that was cutting his teeth— —I ihould indeed. 
Thy,-—— therefore come away ; but Providence has pie- 
vented all. therefore come away, when 1 bid you* 
Oft, Imuftobey. 

SCENE V. 

Lady Pl^YANT, MZLLEFONT. 

Z.ady Plyant, O, fuch a thin^ ! the impiety of it ftartle* 
me — to wrong fo g0od, To fair a creature, and one that 
loves you - tenderly ; 'tis a barbarity of barbarities, and 
nothing could be guilty of it 

Mri. But- the greateft villain imagination can form. I 
grant it; and next to the villainy of fuch a fa<f]k, is the vil- 
lainy of afperiittg me with the guilt* ' How ? which way 
Vas 1 to wrongher ? For yet I underftand you not. 

Lady Plyant, Why, Oad's my life, eoufin Mellefont, yo« 
eannot be Co peremptory as to deny it, when I tax yofi 
with it to your face ; for, now :»ir PauFs gone, you ace 
€orum nobus, 

MeU By Heav'n, I lovfc her more than life,- o r 

Lady Piyant, Fiddle, faddle,don*t tell me of this and that, 
and ev'ry thing in the world, "but give me mathemacular 
demonfiration, anfwer me dircdlly— But 1 have not pap 
tieoce ' O ! the impiety of it, as I was laying, and 
the unparalleVd wickednefs ! Merciful Father ! how could 
you think to reverfe nature fo, to make the daughter the 
means of pnKuring the mother ? 

MeU The daughter to procure the mother ! 

Lady Plyant, Ay,for'tho* lam not Cynthia's own mother, 
f am her father's wife ; and that's near enough to make it 
inccft. 

MeU Inceft ! O my preeious aunt, and the devil in con* 
junAion ! {^fide* 

l.ady Plyant. O relied upon the horror of that, and then 
the guilt of deceiving every body ; marrying the daughtci^ 
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only tomalce a cuckold of the father; and then ftducbg 
«ne,debaHchiagmy purity, and perverting roe from the road 
of virtue, in which I have trod thus long, and never made 
one trip, not one faux fm\ O confider it, what would you 
have to anfwcr for, if you fliould provoke me to frailty) 
Ala* ! humanity is feeble, Heav*n knows ! very feebUi 
and unable to fupport itfelf. 

Mih \%here am l! U it- day? and am I awake? Ma« 
dam— — 

Lady ?ljaiit. And nobody knows how circamftances may 

liappen together. To my thinking, now, I could rcfift 

ihe ftronged temptation— But yet I know, 'tis impoiBble 
ibr me to know whether I cdbld or not; there's no certain* 
Cy in the things of this life. ' 

McL Madam, pray give me leave to aik you one quc^ 

LzdyPIyanU O Lord, aik me the queftion, 1*11 fwear TU 

refufe it ; I fwear Til deny it therefore don't aflc met 

nay, you (han't a(k me ; I fwear Til deny it. O gcmini, 
you havtf brought all the blood into my face ; I warrant | 
mm as red as a Turky-cock ; O fy, coufia Mellefont. 

Met, Nay, Madam, hear me; I mean ^-«- 

i^ady Plya» t Hear you, no, no; I'll deny you firft, and 
bear you afterward For one does not know how one's 
mind may change upon h:::..lng^— Hearing is one of the 
lenfes, and all the fences are fallible;.! won*t truft my 
honour, I alTare you, my honour is infallible and uncom« 
atabie. 

MeJ For Heavcn*s fake. Madam 

Lady Ptyant, O name it no more— Blefs me, bow can 
you talk of heav'n ! and have fo much wickedncfs in your 
heart ' May be you don't think it a fin. — -They fay fomc 

of you gentlemen don*t think it a fin. May be it is no 

fin to them that don't think it (o-, indeed, if I did not 
think it a fin— But (UU my honour, if it vrett no fin— - 
But then, to marry piy daughter, for the convcnicBcy of 
frequent opportunities, I'll never confent to.that; a* iute^* 
^s cao be, I'll break the matdu 
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'Ml/. Death, and amaBcmcnt! — >*>— ^MadaiD» upon mf 
Inecs^'*— - 

Lidj PbfonU. Nay, say, riie ap, come you fliall fee my 
,gpod nature. I Icnow love is powerful, and no^body caa 
bdp hb paffion : *cis not your fault ; nor I fwear it U not 
mine— —How can I help it, if I hare charm* ? and how 
<an you help it if 'you are made a captive ? I fwear it is 
^ pity it Oiould be a fault.*— But my honour ,^— well, but 
yoUr honour too ■■ but the fin I-^ — well but th^ occeiBty 

O Lord, here*s fome body coming, I dare not- flay* 

Well, yov muft coniider of your crime; and flrive as roueh 
as can be againfl it,— ^ftrive, be fure-^But don't .be me« 
lancholic, <ion't dcfpair, —: — But never think tfeat Tli' 
i;rant you any thing; O Lord, no;— -But be furc you lay 
alide all thoughts of the marriage : for tho* I know you 
don*t love Cynthia, only as a blind to your pai&on foe 
«ie; yet it will make me jealous.^-— O tord, what did I 
iay ? Jealous ! no, no, 1 can*t be jealous, for I mufl not 

love you —therefore don't hopo, But don't 4erpair 

ooiihcr, O, they're coming, Imuftiy* 

S C £ N E VI. 

MELLEFONT i^Une. 

TAeh \afur a paufe.'] So then,— ^fpite of my ctre and 
forefight, I amicaught, caught in my fecurity, ■ Yet 

this was but a fliaUow artifice, unworthy of my machiavi* 
Uan aunt : there muft be more behind, this is but the 
firft flafh, the priming of her engine; deftru^on fc^ows 
liard, if not moft preiently prevented* 

SCENE VII. 

tr« ** w3 MASKWELL. 

Mel. Maflcwell, welcome, thy prefehce is a view of 
land, appearing to my £bipwreck*d hopetf the witch has 
Vol. U ^, M 
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rais*d the dorm, and li«r- miniften have done their wbrk; 
you fee the vefl'els are parted* 

Maik. I know it ; I met Sir Paul taking away Cynthia : 
come, trouble not your head, 1*1! join you together ere 
to-morrow morning, or drown between you in the at* 
tempt. 

Mel. There's comfort in a hand Aretch'd out, to one 
that's finking, tho' ne'er Co far off. 

Mask. No finking, nor no danger, — ■ Come, cheer 
up ; why you don't know, that while I plead for you, 
your aunt has given me a retaining fee : ■■ Nay, I am 
your greateft enemy, and (he does but journey-work uader 
me. 

Aff/. Ha! How's this? 

Maik. What d'ye think of my being employ'd in the 
execution of all her plots ? Ha, ha, ha, by heav*n it's true; 
I have undertaken to break the match, I have undertakea 
to make your uncle difinherit you, to get you turn'd out 

of doors ; and to 'Ha, ha, ha^ I can't tell you for 

laughing.-^ Oh flic has open*d her heart to me, » 

I am to turn you a grazing, and to Ha, ha, ha, many 

Cynthia myfelf ; there's a plot for you. 

MeL Ha ! O I fee, I fee my rifing fiin I light breaks 

thro' clouds upon me, and I (hall live in day O my 

. Mafkwell ! how (hall I thank or praife thee : thou had out- 
witted woman. — But tell me, h6w could'ft thou thus get 
into her confidence? Ha? how ? But was it her con- 
trivance to pcrfuade my Lady Plyant to this extravagant 
beUef. 

Mask. It was, and to tell you the truth, I encourag'd it 
for your diverfion : tho' it made you a little uneafy for 
the prefent, yet the refledlion of it muft needff be entex* 
taining, ^ warrant {he was very violent at firft. 

■Mel. Ha, ha, ha, ay, ay, a very fury; but I was moft 

afraid of her violence at lad, If you had not come aa 

you did, I don't know what fhe might have attempted. 

Ma/k, Ha, ha, ha, I know her temper— Well, yoo 
mud know then, that all my contrivances were but bubbles % 
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iHI at laft I precCDded to ha^e been long Iccrctlj in love . 
irith Cynthia; that did my bufinefs ; that convinced your 
aant, Imight be uufiedi fincc it was as much my tntereft 
as hers to break the match : then, {bethought my jealoafy 
Bight qualify me to aififi her in her revenge. And, in 
ihort, in that belief, told me the iecrcts of her heart- At 
Jeogth we made this agrcement,if I accoraplilh hci dcfigns 
(ai I told you befwc) ihe has cngag'd to put Cynthia with 
-jill her fortune into my power. 

MeL She is moft gracious in her favour— —Wcll» and 
dear Jack, how haft thou contrived ? 

Mask. I would not have you flay to hear it now; foe 
I don't know but (he may come this way ; I am to meet 
her anon; after that* 1*11 tell you the whole matter; be 
hare in this gallery an hour hence, by that time 1 imagine 
•ur confultation may be over. 
, MeL . 1 will ; 'till then fuccefs attend thee. 

SCENE Via 

MASK WELL aUut. i 

'Till then, fuccefs will attend me; for when I meet 
you, I meet the only obftacle to my fortune. Cynthia^ 
let thy beauty gild my crimes ; and whaiiuever 1 commit 
of treachery or deceit, fhall be imputed to me as a merit ' 

■ Treachery, what treachery? love cancells all the 

bonds of fricndHiip, and fets men right upon their firft 
foundations. 

Duty to kings, piety to parents, gratitude to bcncfac^ 
tors, and fidelity to friends, are different and partlcuUir 
ties : but the name of rival cuts 'em ail afuudcr, and is 

a general acquittance Rival is equal, and love like 

death an univerfal leveller of mankind. Ha ! but is there 
not fuch a thing as honefly ? Yes, and whofoever has it 
about him bears an enemy in his breaft ; for your ho* 
neft man, as I take it, is- that nice, icrupulous conscien- 
tious perfon, who will cheat nobody but himfeif \ fuch 
M a 
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another coxcomb, at yoar wife man, who » too hard fo» 
all the worUi, and will be made a fool <tf by nobody^ btit 
himfelf : ha, ha, ha: well, for wifdom a&d honefty, give 
me cuoning and hypoctify ; oh, 'tis iueh a pleafure, to 
angle for fair-fac'd fools ! Then that huagry gudgeon cr«* 
dulky will bite at any thing Why, let me lee, I 

iiave the fame face, the la&ie wonU and aooeats, when I 
fpeak what I do think, and when I fpeak what T do not 

think the very fame*: — ^and dear diffimtilarioft is the 

only art, not to be known from nature. 

Why will mankind be fools, and be d^ceiv'd ? 
And why are friends and lovers oatl^s believ'd t 
'When eachy who fearches ftritfkly his own mind^ 
May £6 much fraud and power of bafenefs finds 

A C T II. S C E N E I. 

LordTOUCHWOOD and tady TOUCHWOOD* 

Lady Touchwood. 
Tt/r Y Lord|^ can you blame my brother Plyant,, if he r«^ 
•^ fttfcs his daughter upon this provocation ? the coii« 
tradb's void by this unheard of impiety. 

Liord Touck. I don't believe it true ; he has bettet- pria- 
dples«*Pho, 'tis nonienfe. Come, come, I know my Lskdy 
Plyant has a large eye, and wou'd centtz every thing in 
her own circle ; *tis not the firft rime flie has miftakeo rc« 
fpe<ft for love, and ma^de Sir Paul jealous of the civility of 
an undefigning peribn, the better to befpeak his fecurity i/k 
^hcr unfeigned plcafures. 

Lady Touch. You cenfure hardly, piy I^rd; my fiftcr'a. 
honour is very well known. 

Lord Touck Yes, I believe I know fome that have been 
familiarly acquainted with iu This is a little trick wrought 
by fome pitiful contriver, envious of my nephew's merit... 

Lady Touch, Nay, My Lord, it may be fo, and I hope if 
will be found To : but that will require fome time.; fo^ iu 
(Lch a cafe a$ this, demonftrj^tion is oCCC0Ary* 
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Lord Touch, There fhould have been dcmonftration of 

the contrary too» before it had been b»licy*d ' * 
Lady Touch, So I fuppoie there was* 
Lord Tomb. How ? where ? when ? 

'l.M.dj Touch. That I can't tell ; nay, I don't fay there 
was — J am wilUog to believe as favourably of my nephew 
M.S I can. 

Lord Tom^b. T don't know that. [Ualfap^i. 

Lady Toutb. How ? don't you believe that, iay yott» my 
Lord ? 

Lord Touch, Ko, I don't fay ib— I coofefa I am troubled 
to find you £o cold in his defence. 

Lady Touch. His defence ! blcfs ne, wou'd yon have me 
defend an ill thing ? 

Lord Touch, You believe it then ? 

Lady Touch, I don't know ; I am very unwilling to /peak 
ity thoughts in any thing that may be to my couGu*» di/^ 
advantage ; bcfidcs, I find, my Lord, you are prepared to 
receive an iU impreilioa from any opinion of mine which 
IS not conienting^with your own : but fincc I am like to 
^ fufpcdlcd in the end, and 'tis a pain any longer to di£^ 
iemble, I own it to yon ; in fliort, I do l»clicve rt, nay, 
and can believe any thing wor/e, if it were laid to hit 
charge— Boa^t aflc my leafons, my Lord, for they au not 
fit to be tCld you. 

Lord Touch. I'm amaz'd, here mitft' be /bmetbing more 
than ordinary in this, \_Aftdi.'\ Not fit to be told rac, Ma- 
dam ? You can have no interefts wherein 1 am not con- 
<^^ni*d, and cooiequentJy the fame reaibns ought to be con- 
vincing to me, which create your fatisfai^on or difquier. 

Lady Touch. But thofe which caufe my difquict, I am 
wilHng to have remote from your hearing. Good, niy 
Lord, don't prefs roe. 

Lojd Touch Don't oblige me to prefs you. 

1-ady Touch Whatever it was, 'tis paft; and that i« 
better to be unknown which caunot be prevented^ th^re* 
•%c let mc beg you to reft fatisficd— 

Loid Tottcb, When ypa have told me, I will— — 
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. T.ad7 TciuK Ydit wont. 

I^oid Touch. By my life, my dear, I wilL 
ILady Tncb, What if yon caa't ? 

Lord Tottth, How ? Then T muft know, aay I wiU : 09 
note triffing— — I charge you tell me— —by all our mu- 
tual peace to come ; upon your duty 

Lady Touch,* Nay, my Lord, you 'need foy no mere, tft 
anake me lay my heart before you : but don*t be tkn« trao* 
fported ; compofe yourfclf : it » not of coBcern, to make 
you k)fe oae minute's temper. *Tis not indeed, my dea* 
Kay, by this kifs you (han*t be angry. O Lord, I wifli I ' 

bad not told you any thing. fndeed, my Lord, yott 

Jiave frighted me. Kay, look pieas^d, TU tell you. 

Lord Touch. Well, weH. 

Lady Touch. Nay, but will you be cabn ?-^indeed 'ti» 
notbing but 

Lord Touch, But Irhat ? 

Lady Touch, But will you promife me not to be angry- 
Nay, you muft. ^Not to be angry with Mellcfont— - 

Idare fwear ke's forry— and were it' to do again, would 

BOt— — 

Lord Touch, Sorry, for what ? death, you rack me with, 
delay. 

Lady Touch. Nay, no great matter, only Well, I ha^e 

yOur promife, — Pho, why nothing, only your nephew had 
n mind to amufc himfelf fometttnes with a little gallantry 
iowards me. Nay, I can't think he meant any thing ^' 
«oufly,.but methought it look'd oddly. 

Lord Touch, Confufion and hell, what do I heat I 

Lady Touch. Or, may be, he thought he was not enoti^ 
a-kin to me, upon your account, and bad a mind to create 
a nearer relation on his own ; a lover, you know, my 

X ord— r-Ha, ha, ha ! Well, but that's all Now ycto 

have it ; well, remember yotr promife, my Lord, and don't 
> take any notice of it to him. 

Lord Touch. No, no, no— Damnation ! 

Lady ToucK Nay, I fwear you muft not — AJittle bann- 
kfs mirth— Only nufplac'd, that*« aU*-Bttt if it were more, 
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*th over now» and all's trell. For my fart, I ha\T forgot 
it ; and fo has be, I hope—- for I have aoc beard any thing, 
from him tbefe two days. 

Lord ToMb, Tbefe two days! Is it lb fVeih ? Unnatural 
▼tiUin I Death, III have him ftrTpp*d and tiirn*d nakc4 
oat of my doors, this moment, and )ct hiro rot and periihy 
inceftaoBs brute ! 

Lady Touch. O for Heaven's iahe, my Lord, you'll ruia 
me if you ta^e fuch public notice' of it, it will he a town- 
talk : confider- your own and my honour-^— nay, I told 
you, you would not be fatisBed when you knew it. 

Lord Touch* Before [*ve done I will be iatisfied. Un* 
grateful monfter} how long ?— 

Lady Touch, lord, I don't know ? I iriHi my b'ps had 
grown together when I told you— Almoft a twelvemonth-^ 
Nay, I won't tell you any more, 'till you are yoHr/elf. 
Pray, my Lord, don't let the company fee^ou in this 
difordcr — Yet, I confefs I can't blame you ; for I think 
I was never fo furpriz'd in my lift Who would have 
thought my nephew could have fo mirconfbrued my kind- 
nefs ? — But will you go into your clofet, and recover your 
temper ?. I'll make an excufc of fudden bufmcfs to the 
company, and come to you. Pray, good dear my Lord, 
let me beg you do now : 1*11 come immediately, and tell 
you all ; will you, my Lord ? 

Lord Touch, I will — I am mute with wonder. 

Lady Touch, Well, but go now, here's fomebody coming; 
Lord Touch, Well, I go — You won't ftay, for I would 
' bear more of this. 

Lady Touch* I follow inftantly— •$«. ' 

SCENE IL 
Lady TOUCHWOOD, MASKW£LU 

Mask, This was a mafter-picce, and did not need my 
bclp-^-' — tho' 1 ftood ready for a cue to come in- and coa^ 
£rm all, bad there been occafion. 

X«ady ToMlh £tove you fceo Mdlefont ? 
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Mask, I faave;^and am to meet him here about thS» 
. time. 

Lskdj Toucbs How does he bear his di/appomtment ? 
MesL Secure ia my affiftance, he ieem'd »ot much 
affli<5lcd, but rather langh'd at the flia!h)w artince, which 
fo little time muft of necei£ty difcover. Yet he is ap- 
prebcnfive of fome farther deHgQ of yours, and has €Vr 
gaged me to watch you* 1 believe he will hardly be able 
' to prevent your plot, yet I would have yoo ufc cautioa 
and expedition. 

Lady Toitck, Expedition indeed; for all we do» muft be 
perform *d in the remaining part of this evening, andbcfore 
the company bnrak up ; Itik my Lord fhould cool, and he 
have an opportunity to <alk with him privately-^>— My 
Lord muft not fee him again.' 

Mask. By no means ; therefore you muft aggravate my 
Lord's difpleafure to a degree that will admit of no confc-^ 
rence with him.— What think you of mentioning me i 
, Lady Houch, How ? * 

hlaik. To my Lofd, as having been privy to Mclle* 
Ibnt^s dcfigB upon you, but Itill ufing my utmoft endca^ 
vours to di^Tuadc him, tho* my fricndlhip and love to him 
has made me conceal it ; yet you may iay, I threatened 
next time he attempted any thing of that kind, to diico- 
vcr it to my Lord. 

Lady T(^uch. To what end is thi» ! 
Maik. It will confirm my Lord's opinion of my honour 
^aod hoDcfty, and create ia him a new conSdcnce in me, 
which (ibould this dcfign mifcarry) will be neccfTary to the 
forming another plot that I have in my head ■ ■ To 
cheat yon as well as the reft. ^ [ A[\d$* 

Lady Touch, I'll do it-- — I'il tell him you hiodrcd hiaa 
once from forcing me. 

Ma^k, Excellent ! Your Ladyfliip has a moft improvinj^ 
£amcy.' You had bcft go to my Lord, keep him as long; 
as you can in his dofet, and 1 doubt not but you will 
inould him to what you plcafe ; your gucAs arc To cngag- 
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«d in their own follies and mttigues, the/Ii mifs neither 
'^f you. 

. Lady Touch, When (hall we meet ?— At eight this eiren- . 
'ing in my chamber ; there rejoice at our rucceffi and toy 
away an hour in xnirtli. 
MaU, I will not fail. ' 

SCENE iir. 

MASK^ELL aloHf. 

I know what ihc means by toying away an honv 
wellfl^ough. Pox, I have lod all appetite to her; 
yet (lie's a fine woman,. and I loy'd her once. But I don^ 
know, iiace I have been in a great meaAire kept by her,^ 
the cafe is alter*d ; what was ihy pleafure is become my 
duty : and I have as.- little ftomach to her now as if I 
"Were bcr hu(band. Should (he imoke my defign upon 
Cynthia, 1 were in a fine pickle. She has a damn'd pene- 
trating head, and knows how to interpret a coMnefs the 
right way ; therefore 1 mud dilTemble ardour and ecftafy^ 
that's re(blv'd : how ca01y and pleafantly is that di(rem* 
bled before fruition! Pox on*t, that a man can't drink 
without quenching his thirft. Ha'- yonder comes Melle- 
fbnt thoughtful. Let me think : meet her at eight- 
bum-— ^ha ! By hcav*n I have it— if I can fpeak to my 
Lord before — W^s it my brain or providence ? No matter 
which I will deceive 'em all, and yet fccure myielf t 

'twas a lucky thought ! Well, this double-dealing is a 
jewel. Here he comes, now for me-^ 

[Ma(kwell pretending not to fee him^ -waUu hy him^ 
and/peaki as it vtrt to bimjelf* 

S C r N E IV. 
ITo him] MELLEFONT if«<//»^. 

J^ath M*rcyon tis, what* will the -nkiedncft ofthit 
.world come to ^ 
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MfL How now, Jack ? What, fb full of contcmplatioa 
that you run over ! 

Mask. Vm glad you*re come, for I could not contain 
myfclf any longer ; and was juft going to give vent to a 
fccret, which no-body but you ought to drink down. 
You're aunt's joft gone from bence. 

McL And having trudcd thee with the fecrets of her 
fi>ul» thou art TiUAinoufly bent to dtfcover 'cm all to me, 
ha! 

Mask. Vm afraid my frailty leans that way — But X don't 
know whether I can in honour diflcover 'em all. 

McL AU, all, man ; what ! you may in honour betray 
her as far as ihc betrays herfelf. No tragical dcQ^upoQ 
my perfon, 1 hope. 

Mijsk, No, but it is a comical dclign upon mine. 

Mel, What doft thou mean ? ' 

MasK Liflen and be dumb, we have been bargaining 
about the rate of your rufn — 

Mil, Uike any two guardians to an orphan hcirefs— ^ 
Well. 

Maik, And, whereas pleafute is generally paid wii^r 
mifchlef, what mifchief I do is to be paid with pleafure. 

MeL So when you'^ve fwalloVd the potion you fwcctca 
your mouth with a plumb. 

Mask, You arc merry, Sir, bat I ffiall probe your con- 
ftitution. In fhort, the price of your baniihment is to be 
paid with the perfon of— 

MiL Of Cynthia, and her fortune «—— Why, you forget 
you told me this before. 

Mask, No, no — So far you are right ; and I am, as att 
caraeft of that bargain, to have full and free poiTelBon of 
the perfun of your— —aunt. 

Mel Ha! Pho, you trifle. 

Mask. By this Kght, Vm ferioos ; all raillery apart«>*»r 
knew 'twould ftun you : this evening at eight fiie will re- 
ceive me in her bed-chamber. 

^ Mel, Hjrli and the devil ! k (he abando&'d of all g;tace I 
—Why the woman la pogc&^ d ^ ■ 
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Jf«i. Well, will you go in my ftcad ? 
MeL fiy Heav*n into a hot furnace fooner. 

Mask, No, you would not It would not be (b con* 

lenient, as I can order matters* 

Met. What d*yo mean ? 

Mtjsk. Mean ? Not to dtiappoint the lady t aifure yoti 
^-Ha, ha, ha, how gravely he looks '— — Come, come« 
I won*t perplex yoo, *Tis the only thing that providence 
could have contrived to make me capable of ferving yott, 
either to my iaclinatton or your own necefiity. 

Mei. How, how, for Heav'n*s fake, dear Maskwell ? 

Mask, Why thus — — Fll go according to appointment ; 
you fliall have notice at the critical minute to come and 
furprize your aunt and me together; counterfeit a rage 
againft me, and 1*11 make my efcape through the private 
paifage from hct chamber, which ^*11 take care to leave 
open : 'twill be hard, if then you can't bring her to any 
conditions. For this difcovcrey will difarm her of all de« 
fence, and leave her entirely at your mercy : nay, ihe 
nufl ever after be in awe of you. 

MeU Let me adore thee, my better genius ! by Heav'n 
J think it is not in the power of fate to difappoint my 
hopes ■ M y hopes, my certainty! 

M.:sk. Well, 1*11 meet you here, within a quarter of 
eight, and give you notice. 

MeL Good fortune ever go alone with thee. 

SCENE V. 
"^ MELErONT, CARELESS. 

Care. Mellcfont, get out o*th^ way, my lady Plyant's 
coining, and I (liail never ftkceed while thou art in fight 

Tho*il\e begins to tack about; but I made love a 

gresLt while to 1^0 purpoie. 

Mei Why, what's the matter? She's convince'd that I 
don't care for her. 

C/vrf. I can^t get an anfwer from her, that does not 
bc|^tn with her hoDour|Or her virtue, her religion, or 
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fome fuch cant. Then flic has told me the whole htfto- 
ry of Sir Paul's nine years courtfhtp; how he has Iain 
for whole nights together upon the ftairs, before hercham* 
ber-door ; and that the firft favour he rcceivM from her, 
Was a piece of an old fcarlct petticoat for a ftomacher ; 
which ftnce the day of his marriage he has, out of a piece 
of gallantry, converted into a night-cap, and wcart 
it ftill with much folcmoity on his anniverfary weddiBg- 
night. 

Mel That 1 have fccn, with the ceremony there uoto 
l)clonging — For on that night he creeps in at the bed's 
feet, like a gull'd ba0a that has marry *d a relation of the 
Grand Signior, and that night he has his arms at liberty. 
Did (he not tell you at what a diftance flie keeps him? 
He has confefs'd to vr^- that but at fome ceitain times, 
that is 1 fuppofe when (he apprehends being with child, 
be never has the privilege of ufing the familiarity of a huf* 
band with a wife. He was once given to fcrambling with 
his hands, andfprawling in his fleep ; and- ever fince flic 
has him Twaddled up in blankets, and hi?; hands and feet 
fwatb*d down, and To put to bed ; and there he lyes with 
8 great beard, like a Ruffian bear upon a drift of fnow. 
You are very great with him, I wonder he never told you 
bis grievances : he will, I warrant you. 

Curt. Exccffivcly fooliflii But that which gives me 

mod hopes of her, is her telling me of the many tempta- 
tion^ flic has rcfiftcd. 

Mel Kay, then yon have her; for a woman's brag- 
ging to a man that flie has overcoioie temptations, is an 
argument that they were weakly offcr'd, and a challenge 
to him to engage her more irrcfiftably. 'Tis only an en- 
hancing the price of the commodity by telling you how 
many cuftomers have underbid her. 

Care. Nay, I 4on\ dcfpair— But ftill flie has a grud^* 

ing to you- I talk'd to her t'other night at my Lord 

"Froth's mafqueradc, when I'm fatisfy'd {he knew me, and 

I bad no xcafou to complain of jny reception ; but I find 

2 
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^romen are not the fame bare*&ic'd and in maiks,-^— and 
•a Tisofdifguiieth tbeir mcUoattons as mucti as their faces. 
MtL 'Vis a miftake, for women may mod propeiiy be 
laid to be unmafk'd when they wear vizors ; for that fc- 
•cures them from blnfliiag, and beiog out of countenance ; 
and neat to being in the datk, or alone, they are moft 
<> truly themreWes in a vicor inadc- Here they come. Tii 
3cavc you— Ply her clofe, and by and by clap a billet^ouK 
loto her hand ; for a woman never thinks a man truly ia 
•iove wrtli her» *tiU he has been fool enough to think of 
her out of her %ht» and to Jofe {o much time as ^o write 
to her. 

S C E N E • VT. 
C^ARIL« SS, Sir «»AUL and la^Ay PI, Y A NT. 

Sir Paul, Shan't ve^difturb yout .meditation, Mr Care* 
Icfs ? you wou'd he private •? . . - 

Care. Y«u bring that along witkyou^ Sir Paul, that fliafl 
^ always welcome to my privacy. 

Sir Paul. O, fweet Sir, you load your humble, fcivaats, 
i)oth. me and my wife, with continual favours. • 

Lidy Plyant Sir Paul, what a.phrafe was thcrcJ Yoa 
^ill be making anfwers, aad taking that upon yon, which 
t)ught to ly upon me : that you' fiiould have fo tittle breed- 
ing to thiuk Mr Careiefs did not apply himfclf to mel Pray 
what have you to entertain any bddy's privacy ? I fwcar 
and declare in the face of the world I'm ready to Wufli for 
your ignorance. 

Sit PauL I acqniefcc, my JLady; but don*t ihuh (o 
'oud- Irlfidetoher. 

Lady Plyant, Mr Careiefs, if a person that is wholly il-. 
literate might be fuppofcd to be capable of being qualified 
to make a fuitable return to thofe obligations which you 
are plcafcd to confer upon one that is wholly incapable of 
being qualify'd in all thofe circumOaoces, I'm lure, 1 ftipuld 
rather attempt it than any thing in the woild, {Cuu'jies.} 
Vox.. I. N 
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for I'm furc there's notbing in the world that I would ra* 
thcr. lCttrt*fi€S.] But I know Mr Carclcfs is fo great a crit 
tic and Co fine a gentleman, that it is impoffible for mc-:«* 

Can. O hcav'ns ! Madam ! you confound mc. 

Sir PauL Gadfl)ud, flic's a ^nc perTon. 

Ladr Plyant. O Lord, Sir, pardon m4, wc women have 
not tljofc advantages. I know, my own irapcrfeaion^^ . 
But at the fame time you rouft give me leave to declare in 
the face of the world, that no-body is more fenfible of fa- 
vours and things; for, with the rcfcrvc of my honour, I af- 
fure you, Mf Carclcfs, I don't know any thing in the world 

1 would refufc to aperfon fo meritorious You'U parr 

don my want, of exprcffion — 

Care. O your L^dyfliip. is abpunding in all cxc«Ucncc, 
particularly that of phrafc. 

lady Plyani, Xo» »'« ^^ obliging, Sir. . 

Care. Your Ladyfliip is to charming. 

Sir Paul So, now, now ; now,«iny l^ady. 

I.ady PlyanU So well bred. 

Care. So furpri»ing. 

Lady Pljant. So well drcfsM, fo bonne mien, fo eloquent, 
fo unaffcacd, Co eafy, fo free, fo particular, fo agreeable- 
Sir Paul. Ay, fo, fo, there. 

Care. O Lord, 1 beftcch you, Madam, don t 

Lady PhauU So gay, fo graceful,- fo good tefeth. fo fint 
fhapoi fo fine limbs, fo fine linen, and I don't doubt but 
you have a very good (kin. Sir. „ * . '^> 

Cure. For HeaVn's fake. Madam I'm quite out of 

countenance. * , • ir- 

Sir Paul. And my Lady's i|uite QUt of breath ; or cUe 

you fliould hcar^— Gadfbud, you may talk of my Lady 

^Crre. O, fy, fy, not to be named of a day My Lady 

Froth is very well in her accompli ftiments But it is 

^hcn my Lady Plyant is not thought of if that can 

^UyPiyMnh O you overcome mc-That is fo otcci^fe. 
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. Bit Patih Nay, J fwearaml Vow that was- pretty. 
. Care, O Sir Paul, you are the happieft mao alive. Such 
II lady ! that is the envy of her own fcx, and the admira- 
tion of OUTf. 

Sit Paul. Your humble forvant. I am, I thank Hcav*n, 
in a fin^ way of living, as I may fay, peacefully and hap- 
pily, and I think need not envy aoy of my neighbours^ 
Wcffcd be Providence— Ay, truly, Mr Careiefs, my lady 
as a great blefiing, a fine, diicrect, well-fpoken woman at 
you (hall fee— if it becomes me to fay fo; and we 
live very comfortably together; fhe ift a little hafly 
finnetimes, and fo am I ; but mine's foon over, and then 

Vm fo forry O, Mr Carflcfs, if it were not for one 

thipg 

S C E N ^ VIL 
CARELESS, Sir PAUL, LadyPLYANT, BOY w/A d htttr, 

Lady PlyanU How often have you been told of that, yon 
jackanapea 1 

Sir Paul. Gad to, gad*8-bad- -Tim, carry it to my 

I-ady ; you ihould have carry'd it to my X-ady firft. 

Boy, 'Tis diredled to your Worfliip. 

SirPaa/. Well, well, my Lady reads all letters fiift— - 
Child, dofo no more; d*yc hcaf,vTim— 

A7. No, and'c pleafe you. 

SCENE VIIL 

CARELESS, Sir PAUL, Lady P L Y A N T. 

Sir PauU A humour of my wife*8 ; ypu know women 
have little fancies— But as I was telliog you, Mr Care- 
iefs, if it were not for one thing, I {hould think myfcif 
^e happieft man in the world ; indeed that touches me 
■ear, tcry near. 

Cau, What can that be. Sir Paul ? 

Sir PauU Why, I have, I tu- 1- Heav'n^ a pretty pleDtt" 
N 4 
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ful fortune, a good cHate in the country, (bme houfes ni 
town, and fotnc money, a pretty tolerable perfonal eftate;. 
and it is a great grief to me, indeed it t», though 1 fay it,. 
bleiTed be Proridence, 1 may iay; for indeed, MrCarcleffi 
3 am mightily beholden to Providence— *-*A poor unwor* 

thy finncr But if C had a fon, ah^ that's my afflict 

tion, and my only afflidtian; indeed I caaooft refrain tears- 
when it comes in my mind. [Criet^ 

dire. Why, methinka that might be cafily reniedied-^ 
my Lady is a fine likely woman 

Sir Paul. Oh, a fine likely woman as you fliall fee in a. 
iumn.er's day - Indeed (he i*, Mr Garekffr, in all re- 
ipctSbs. 

Care. And I fhould not hare taken you to hare been £^ 
old 

Sir Paul. Alas, that's not it» Mr Carelefs; ah! thatV 
sot it ; no, no, you flioot wide of the mark a mile ;. in- 
deed you do, that's not It, Mr Carelefs. ; ao)* noy thatV 
not it. 

Care. No ! what can be the matter then I \ 

Sir Paul. "Vou'll icarcely believe me, when T fhaH tett 
you — my Lady is fo nice * *Tis very (hange, but 'tis- 
true : too true ■ ■ fbe*s fo very nice, that I don't believe 
ihe wouM touch a man for the world — At leaft not 
Above once aryear ; Vm fu|e Pve found it fb; and alas,. 
what*s once a-year to an oM man, who would do gdod i%- 
his generation ? Indeed 'tis true, Mr Carelefs, it breaks 

my heart 1 am her hu/band, as 1 may fay; though 

far unworthy of that honour, yet I am her hufband ; but 
alas-a-day, 1 have no more familiarity vrith her perfon. 

as to ^at matter— than wkh my own mother— 

Ao indeed. 

dre. Alas-a-da3)i, this is a lamentable Aery} my Lady 
snuCl be told on't ; flie muft t'faith. Sir Paul ; *tis an inju- 
ry to the world. > 

Sir P^a'. Ay! would to Heaven you would, Mr Caic*- 
kfs : };oa arc mightily in her faiuuz*. 
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Cafe.* I Warrant ytm: what, we muft hate a fon fomc 
way or other. 

Sir PauL fndeed) I (hotild be mightily bound to yoo, if,' 
yoo coaldJbriDg it about, MtCarelefs. 

1-ady PfyatiL Hcrc> Sir l>aul, 'tit from your fteward, 
here's a return of fix* hundred pounds ; you may take fifty 
of it for the nexr half year. lCive4 him tbt UUtr, 

S C £ N £ IX. 

tT9 them} Lord FROTH, CYNTHIA. 
Sir Paul How does my girl ? come hither to thy father, 
poor lamb, thou*rt melancholie. 

Lord Frotb, Heav'ns, Sir Paul, you amaze me of at! 
things in the world— You ar^ never pleas*d but when we 
are all upon the broad grin; all laugh and no company ; 

ah, then 'tis fuch a fight to fee fome teeth Sure, you're 

^ a great admirer of my Lady Whifier, Mr Sneer, and Sir 
Laurence Loud, and that gang. 

Sir Paul I vow and fwear {he*s a very mtrry woman, 
but 1 think Qic laughs a Kttle too much. ' ' 

Lord Frotb, Mcvtj I O Lord, what a chara^er that it 
of a woman of quality You have been at my Lady 

Whifier's upon her day. Madam ? 

Cyn. Yes, my Lord — I mufl humour this fool.' [AJide. 
• X,GsA Frotb. yrdl, and how ? hce! What is your fenft 
o/ the oonverfation ? 

Cyn» O moil ridiculous, a perpetual confort of laughing 
without any harmony ; for Aire, my Lord, to laugh out of 
time, is as difagreeable as to ling out of time or out of 
tune. 

1 ord Froth. Hec, hee, hce, right; and then, my Lady 
Whifler is fo ready — — £he always comes in three bars too 
ibon — And then, what do they laugh at ? For you know 
laughing without a jeft is as impertinent; hee! as, as — ^ 

tytu As dancing without a fiddle. 

Lord Froth Juft, .i'faith ; that was at my tongue's end. 

Cjrji. JBut that cannot be properly faid of them, fox I 
N 3 
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think th€f arc all in good nature with thcwoild, and oe^f 
laugh at one another ; and you- muft allow they have att 
jeds in eheir pcrToaay thongh they baive noae in their con- 
verfattoB. 

i'Ord Fntk, True, ai I'm a perfooof koaovr^'^— For 
Heaven'^ fake let at iacaiica'cm' to nrir^ a^litele. 

lEHter Bof, and vfhijptrs Sir Pauk- 

Sir Ptfir/. Gads fo Wife, wife, my Ladyi Piyant, I' 

Save a word. 

Lady Plyaui. I'm bttfy» Sir Paul; I wondtrat y»nr im- 
pertinence— — 

Care, Sir Paul, harkye, Tm reafbnin^ the matter yo» 
know; Madam — ^if your Ladyflup pleafe, we*tl difcomie: 
«f this to the next room-. 

SiriJW. O ho, I wiih yon good-fuccersil'wiili yoo^joodi^ 
fbccers: Boy, tell my Lady^whctifhe has done, I wovldl 
i^eak with/ her below; 

a C E H ti 3f. 
CXNTiriA) L<^4 PAOTH, ludy FROTi^ BR^ISX^- 

tady FrotK Then you think thatepiibde between Sufan*. 
the dairy-maid, and our coachman, i% not amifs; yom 
know I may l&ppore the dairy is towo^ a» weU as in the 
country. 

Briik. Incomparable, let me periili — Bat thenbeing ail' 
heroic poem, had not you better caH him a charioteer X 
charioteer ibunds great ; befides, your LadyflupV coach' 
man having a red face, and you comparing him to the Am;: 
juid you. know the fun^is call-d HcavcnV charioteer. 

Lsi^.'^Ftoth, Oh, infioite^y better ; I am extremely he' 
holden to you for the hint ; ftay, we*U read over thoAr 
half a fcorc Kncs again. \Pulh out a paper.'] Let me ice 
here, you know what gpes before* the comi;ariiaD» 

][ on know. [iJfeii.l 

For as the fuH Jbinet ei/rj da^ 
So of 9ur Coachman I majt i^ 



d by Google 



. Jlrifi Yt» afnud that fimilc woa*t do* lo: wet vtftoher 

* Bccaofe you fay the fua (bioe« cv'py day;. 
LenLFrof^. No* for the futt-ii wop'c, bu< it .will .do.for . 

the coachman, for you koow thcxc's moftioccafiea for ik 
aoach in wet weather 

Brisk. R^ilie, rij^t, that deves all. 
X^rd' Froths Then I don't fay the fua. (hniet allthe dafT^ 
tat chat be peepv d6«iFaiid:tbeii.^ yet helloes ibine ail the: 
day tocv JOkl ksiow^ tba* we d«a*e fee hiiii. 

Mriik, Right, hut the vuifiir wiU ac^ct f^Mynfrh riMl 
•iat. ,. _^ ^ ^ ^ 

Lord Froths WcH, you 0udl hear— — let me ice;^ 
{Read's] For a^tbefa»jHnts*v*rjda^^ 
SOy of imr Mach»na» J m^fi^ 
Ht ^fvi^ bit dfunkM fifry foce^ 
Jmft MS ihtjtm iMJMwpri or Itfs^ 

Mrhk. Thatr» right, allV wefl, aU's wclk Mofe^rlifii. - 
^ Lord Froth {Rt'iidsjAnieioben at mibt his Idoui^ don§^ 

TbcM ico^ like bcovtai. ihari^ar tbejmt i ' ' 
^y> charioteer does better;. 

Into the dakry^ be dejcends^ 

Jknd then bis -whipping and his i^iviitg^ endr^ 

There. bi*sfe€ure pam danger af. 4 biOt^ ' 

UiS'fari iypcad him^ and he JieU in milk, 
Ver Suiaa, you kaow, is Thetis, aad fo ■ ■■ 

B^tsk. locompaca^y well aod proper, l'g.ad*«Bat I hafV 
•nc eiceptioa. to make-^Dea*t you think bilk (I know 'tit 
food rhyme), but dkiu'c you tbiuk^/ikaad /«rff fioaiike » 

• lbackney-<oachmiEui ? 

Lor<i Frotb. 1 fwcar and tow Vm afVaid To— —And yet 
•w Jehu was » hackney-coathmon, when: my Lord took 
kirn-. 

Brisks Was he ? Vm aniwef *dy rf Jehu was a hackney** 

«#chmao^ You may put that in the matgioal note* 

tffc', to preTent.criticirm~»->Only mark it with a fmaU 
*ftCT¥|i|^and fityi ' Jehu was fotin^crly a hackney-* 

teach^^» 
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}.ady Fr^th. I will j you'd oblige me eztrcracl|r to WitT 
Botes to the whole pocm« 
ft Brisk4 With all my heart and fimi, and proud of the 
«a(l hoBoar, let me peri(b. 

Lord Froth. Hee, hec, hee, mydear, have you done li-^ 
won*t you join with lis ? we were iaughiug at my Ladjr 
^ Whiflcr, and Mr Sneer. , 

Lady Fr6tb> -;— -Ay roy dear — —Were ]fon ? O iilthy 
Mr Sneer ; heV a naufeons figure, a moft fitUamrc fop, foh 
■ j> He fpcnt two days together ia going about 

Covent-Garden, to fuit the liniog of his coach with fait 
complexioa. 

Lord Froth. ^ fiHy ! yet hts aunt h a» fond of bim> as 
if {he had brought the ape into the world her/elf. 

Briik. Who, my Lady Tootblefs ? O, ihe*s a mortify- 
ing fpedkacle ; (he's always chewing the cud like an old 
ewe, ' < 

QfH, Fy, Mr Bri(k ! Eringos for her cough. 
Lady Frotb._ I have iecnfaer take *em half chcw'd out o# 
ber mouth, to laugh, and tbea put them iu agaiiw*-JFobr 
Lord Froth, Foh. 

Lady Froth. Then fhc's always ready to laugh when 
Sneer offers to |fpcak — and fits in expe^tion of bis aor 
}e(l, with her gums bare, and her mouth open 

Brfik. Like an oiAer at low ebb, I*gad^Ha, lur, ha. 
Cyn* afi'UJ} Well, J find there arc ao fools So ificoniidef 
Able in tberafelvesy but they can render other people coiir 
temptible by expofing their infirmitiesr . 

Lady Froth Thca that t'other great (bappipg la^— -1 
ean*t hit of her name ; the old fat fool that paints {<x exosr 
bitantly. 

Briik. I know wbom you mean— Bat deuce take me 

I can't hit of her name neither Paints, d'ye fsij f 

Why flic lays it on with a trowel— Thca flic has a grejit 

beard that briflles thro' it, and makes her Iqok as ir%e, 

were plaifler*d with lime and hair, let me perifli. ;• .j ^ 

JLady Froth. Oh you made a fong upon her, Mr l&nffU ■ 

Briik. He ? egad, Co 1 did-— My Lord can &ag iu , 
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Cjn, O good my Lord let*« hear it. 

Briik. ' Ti* not 9 fong ociihtr— ^— 'Tit a (brt of an cpi» 
gram, or rather an epigratnih^ic fonnet ; I doa*t know 
^hat to call it» but 'tis fatire— Sing jt, mj Loid» 

Lord Frbcb (jogs» 

JfHcient VhilUi has young graces^ ^ 
*^ts a Jitangt things but a true Me ;: 
' Shall i tell you how ? 
She herjetf makei her own faces ^ ' 

And eat b morning -ween a ttew one;. 
Wbera^s ihe Vfonder kow ? 

Bmtk. Shorty but there's ialt in't; mj way of wtitmgi 

% 

9 C £ N fi xr. 

£T0tfuml FOOTMAN^ 

I^ady Froth. How now ? 

1*00/. Yoor Ladyihip^s chair fa come. 

JLaJy Froth, Is nurfe and the child in it ? 

Faot. Ye»> Madani. 

Lady Froth. O the dear creature ! let's ga fee it. 

Lord Froth. I fwear, my dear, you'll I'poil that chiMyi 
with fending it to and agaia io often : tiiift i« the feventik 
thne the chair has gpoe for her to-day.. 

Lady Froth. O-law, i fwear 'tis but the fixth a nd 1 

haul fccn her thefc txifo hours— Fhe. poor dear creature 

1 fwear, my Lord, you don't Iotc poor little Sapho— «^ 

Come, my dear Cynthia,.. Mr Briik, wc*il go fee baphoi, 

tho* my Lord won't. 

i^rt. ril wait upon your Ladyfhip. 

Brisk, Pray, Madam, how old is Lady Sapho ? 

Lady Frofh. Three quarters, but I fwcar Ihe ha $ a worldr 
of wit, and can fing a tune already. My Lord, won't 
you go ? Won't you ? What, not to fee ?aph ? Pray, m]f 
^'Oxd, coxae, fee litcic Saph. I knew you coiiU not iix{*> 
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SCENE xir. 

CYNTHIA «/«M. 
Cyn, *Ti6 not fo hard to counterfeit joy in the depth (^ 
affliction, as to difiembie mirth in the company of fooU— 
Why fliould I call them fools ? the world thinks* better of 
*em ; for thefc bave quality and education, wit and fine 
conver/atiun, arc rcceiv'd and adinir*d by the world—— 
Jfnot, th^y like and admire them reive s And why 

is not that true wifdom, for *tis happinefs ? and for ought 
I know, we have miiapply'd the name ail tills while, anA 
miftaken the thing : fmce 

V If happinefs in fclf-content is plac'd, ' • 

The wife are wretched, and fools are only bltfs'dw 

A C T , IV. SCENE K 

r MELLEFONT 4»i CYNTHlAr 

Cynthia. 

T HEARD him loud as I came by the dofet door, ^ncE 
^ my Lady with him, but (he feem'd to moderate hi* 
paflion* 

'Mfl, Ay, hell thank her, as gentle breezes moderate 
a fire : but I ihall counterwork her ipc\U, aad ride tb« 
witch in her own bridle .^ 

Cjn, 'Tis impoifible; ihell caft beyond you ftili 
ril lay my'' life it will never come to be a match* 

Md. What? 

Cjfi, Between you 9nd me. 

Mel, Why fo ? 

Cyn. My mind gives me it won't— bccauft we ar^ 
both willing ; we each of us drive to reach the goal, and 
hinder one another in thc'race ; I fwear it never does well 

when the parties are lb agreed For whei> people walk 

jHi94 >o handi (hcxc*s na^her overtaking nor meeting ; ^ 
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kant IB couples; whexe we both parAie the famt fame,' 
buc forget one another; and 'tie becauie w^ are ib near 
that we <Ioa't think of eomiog together. 

MrL Hum, 'gad I believe there's foraething in*t ;— -». 
marriage is the game that we hunt, and while we think 
th^t we only have it in view, I don't fee but we have it in 
our power. 

tytt» Within wach ; for ex^unple, give me your hand $ 
you have look'd through the wrong end of the perfpedbive 
all this while ; for nothing has been between us but our 
fears. 

Mel. I don't =know why we ihould not (leal out of the 
hQufe this very moment and marry one another, without 
confideration, or the fear of rcpentaoee. Fox o* fortune; 
portion, fettlement^, and jointures. 

Cyn, Ay, ay, -what have we to do with *em ? you know 
'wc marry for love. 

Md. Love, love, -downright very villainous love. 

jCy«. And he that can't live upon love, dcfcrves to die 
in a ditch. Here then, I give you my promife, in fpite of 
4uty, any temptation jof wealth, your incoaflancy, or my 
own inclination to change —r— 

MeL To run moft wilfully and unreafonably iway with 
me this moment, and be married. 

Cyn» Hold— never to marry any body clfe. 

MeL That's but a kind of negative confcnt— -Why, 
you ii(ron*t baulk the frolic ? 

Cyn. If you had not l>cen fo aiTured of your own condu<5t 

Twould hot But 'tis but rcafonable that once t con- 

ient to like a man without the vile confideration of money, 
he (hould give me a very evident demonftration of his wit s 
ihctcforc let me fee you undermine my Lady Touchwood 
as you boafted, and force her to give her confent, and . 
then 

JVIW. rildo't. 

Cyn. And Til do't. 

MeL The very next enfuing houf of eight oVlock, is the 
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laft minate of her reign, unkft the devil aflifi het in pr^pHi 
fer/enth 

Cyn, Wen, if tlic dertl ihould affift her, and your plot 
mticarry. 

* Mil Ay, what am I to truft to then ? 
' Offi^ Why, if yoB give me very clear demon Sration that 
it was the devil. Til allow for irrefidible odds. But if I 
find it to be only chance, ordcftiny, or unlucky ftaw, or 
any thing bat the very devil, Tm inc:iOrable; only Aill I'll 
keep nry woid and live a maid for yoar (skt. 

Mel. And you won^t die one for your own; {o (lilt 
' there*s hope« 

Cyn^ Here*s my mother-in-law, and yoat fri«nd Carelc&« 
I would not have them fee ns together yet. 

S C E N E ir. 

CARELESS and Udy PLY ANT.. 

l^dy Fiyant. I fwear, MrCarclefs, you are very alluring, 
«nd iay fo many fine things, and nothing is.fo moving to 
me as a fine thing. Well, I muft do you this juflice, and 
declare in the face of the world, never any body gain*d Co 
far upon me as yourfelf ; with bluHies I muft own it, yoB 
liave fliakcn, as I may fay, the very foundation of* my 

honour well, Aire if I efcapc your impost unitize, I fball 

value myfcif a« long as Hive, I.fwcar. 

, C:jre. And dcfpifc me. [Si^hhg, 

Lady Plyant. The laft of any in the world, by my purity ; 
aow you make me fwear — O gratitude forbid, that I fhould 
^vcr b^ wanting in a refpetStfui acknowlegement of an en- 
tire rcfignation of all my beft wifhes, for the perfon and 
parts of To acccinpliflied a perfon, wh'oie merit challenge* 
much more, I'm fure, than my illiterate praifcs can de- 
fcriptton — — = 

Care, In a tuhin'ritg tone.'] Ah, Heaven*, Madam, you ruin 
me with kindnefs; your charming tongue purfucs chc vic- 
tory of your eyes, while at your feet your poor adorer dici» 
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Sjtdyi'/rtfif. Ah! T«ry iiae. 

Care, ft HI whimnfJ] All, why arc yon ib fair, ib bewitch- 
.ipg fair ? O let ,me -grow to the ground here, and feaft 
tipon that hand; O let me prefs it to my heart, niy trcm- 
4>ling hoait^ the4iinblei[ioYeme»t fliall inltrudl your pulfe, 

and teach.it to alarm dclirc. Zoona, I'm^moft at the 

end of my cant if (he does not yield quickly^ lAftde. 

Lady iPhant. O tbatS fe paffionate and fine, I cannot 
fiear it*~I am not lafe if 1 fhiy, and muft Icaxe yov. 

Care. And muft you leave me f. Rather let me languiHi 
>out a wretched Irfe, and breathe my ibul beneath your 

'feet 1 muft fey the faoie thing over again, and can*i 

-lielp.it. l^fi.ie. 

'Lady Tlyant, I fwear Tin ready to laoguini too— < — O 
4ny honour ! whither is it going ? I protefi you have gtvca 
«ne the palpitation of the heart. 

Care, Can you be (6 cruel : 

L.idyPlyaMt. O rife I Ijcfecch yoo, iay no more till you 
Tifc Why did you -kncci fo long ? I fwear I was fo tran- 
sported, I did not ice it — Well, to fliew you how far you 
liave gaidM upon me, I afTiire youVif Sir Paul (liould die, 
of all manlcind there'*s none fd fboner make my fccozrd 
-choice. 

Care. O Heav*n ! I can^'t outlive thi« night without your 
favour; — I feel my fpirits faint, a -general dampnefs over- 
ipreads my face, a cold deadly dew already vents through 
«11 my pores, and will to-morrow wafli roc for ever from 
your fight, and drown me in my tomb. 

Ladyi*/y<i»/. O you have conqucr'd, fweet, melting, mo- 
ving Sir, you h^ve conquer*d What heart of marble 

«an refrain to weep, s^d yield to fuch fad fayings — [Cries* 

Care. I thank Heaven they are the faddeft that I ever 
Aid — Ob? 1 fliall never contain laughter. [^4fide, 

Lady Plyant, Oh, I yield myfclf all up tayour uncon- 
trollable embraces Say, thou near^dying man, whea, 

where, and how— — ^Ah, there** Sir Paul. 
VOL.L O 
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Care, 'S!ifc, yonder'* Sir Paul ; but if he were not edme, 
I*m fo tranfported I cannot fpeab— This note wiU in- 
form yott. [Givrs her a nott* 

SCENE III. 

Lady PLTANT, Sir PAUL, CYNTHIA. 

Sir PavL Thoa art my tender lambkin, and flialt do 
what. thou wilt — But endeavour to forget this Mellefont. 

Cyn I would obey you to my power, Sir ; but if 1 have 
not him, I have fworn never to marry. 

Sir Paul Never to marry ! Heavens forbid ; muft I 
neither have Tons nor grandfons ? muft the family of the 
Plyants be utterly extindl for want of if!ue male? Oh, im- 
piety- But did you fwcar, did that fweet creature fwear I 
ha ! how durft you fwear without my confent ; ah, gad* 
A>ud, who am I ? 

C^n, Pray, don*t be angry. Sir : when I fwjore I had your 
confent ; and therefore 1 fworc. ^ ~ 

Sir Paul Why then, the revoking my confent does aw 
pul, or make of non cSkO: your oath ; fo you may uo* 
Iwear it again — the law will allow iu 

Cyn, Ay, but my conicience never will- 

Sir PauL Gad^ud, no matter for that, eonfciencc aod 
Haw never go together, you muft not expedl that. 

Lady Ply ant. Ay, but Sir Paul, I conceive if {he has 
fworn, d*ye mark mej if ihe has once fworn, it is moft un- 
chriAiaa, inhuman^ and obfcene that flie ihould break it. 
J*ll Qiake up the match again, becayfe Mr Carelefs faid It 
wouli^ oblige him. l^Jidf. 

Sir PauL Docs your Ladydiip conceive fo ?— Why, I 
(Was of that opiniofi once too^—- ~my, if your Lady^ip 
conceive fo, Vm of that opinion again ; but f can neithcjr 
jfind my Lord nor my Lady, to know what they intend. 

Lady Plyaut. I'm fatisjiied thjtt my coulin Mellefont bai 
been much wrong*d. 

Cyn, ajidt ] I'm amaz'd to find ber of our fide, for fdi 
fitfc (he lov'd him. 
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^ Lady Pfyani, I kaow mj X^ady Touchwood lias noiund- 
Jiriii for bim; and beiides I have b«cn in formed by Ms 
drdefs, that MeUefont had never any thing more thau a 

profound refpctSk Tiiat he has owa*d himfelf to be my' 

admirer, *tit true, but he. was never fo preAimptuoas to 
entertain any diihonourable notions of things ; (b that if. 
this be made plain-— —I don't fix how my daughter can in 
confciencc or honour, or any thing in th^ world- 
Sir Paul Indeed if this be made plain, as my Lady your 
mother fays, child—— 

Lady Ply ant. Plain ! i was informed of it bjr Mr Care- 
Icfs — And 1 afTurc you, Mr Carelcfs is a perfon — that has 
a moft extraordinary refpecfl and hononr fur you. Sir Paul. 

Cjm. afidc.'] And for your LadyAiip loo, 1 believe, or 
Ait you had not chabg'd iides fo Toon \ now I begia to 
find it. 

Sit Paul. I am much obliged to Mr Carelcfs really, he 
is a perfon that I have a gieat value for, noe oqly fov 
that, but becaufe he has a great veaeratiun for your Lady- 
ihip. 

Lady PlyanU O law, no indeed. Sir Paul \ *tis upon your 
account. 

Sir Paul. No, I prpteft and vow, I have no title to his 
c&eem, but in having the houour to appertain in fbmc 
meafure to your Ladyfliip, that's all. 

Lady Plyat.t, O law now, I fwear and declare, it ilian'c 
be fo; you're too modeft, Sir Paul. 

Sir Paul. It liecomes me* when there is any comparifon 
made between 

Lady Plyaut, O fy, fy, Sir Paul, you'll put me Out of 
tt>untenacce — your very obedient and affectionate wife ; 
that'A all ^and highly honour d in that title. 

^vr Paul Gadfbud, I'm tranfported! Give me leave to 
kifs your Ladyfliip's hand. 

Cjrn. That my poor father {houldbe fo very (illy/ 

l^y PlyanU My lip, indeed, Sir Paul, I fwear you fliill.. 
[He kjfes ber, and bowf vtry lowm 
*' O a 
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' f Sir Pofi. 1 bamMjr tfaaak your Lady fikip^I don't kaop « ' 
i^lMthcr 1 Bj on poand, oi witik in lir^i^-M^G^ii^d; (hes 
was acTcr thut before--- Well, 1 modoamr mylclf the modi . 
Mioldca to Mr CRrcleTs-— As fiire as can be tbU is ail fai» *g| 
dbtng— ioasethtng that fa# haft'faid--weli, 'lit a«race thin|r' 
l# bave an- ingenieds friend— -—i^WeU; yooi Ladyibip is (£> 
opioioa tbat tba match m^ go- forward ? 

JLadj JPfr«if/. By all nicaas; Mr Cactkfa has iatislied^ ^ 
■e of the matter. / 

Sir PdW. Well, why then, laxnbj yeiuimay kecep your 
oach, bat have a care of making ralh tows ; come hither '; 
to me, and kifs Papa 

lady PhoMt. I Arcar anddedaie, rin.^ in fnah » twitter 
to read' Mr Garcks'c^*s krtc?, that 1 cao't forbear any long* • 
et«— 0m -though J ma J read, all letters firft lyy preroga* 
live, yet TUbc Aire to be unAi/peded this time— '^it 
Paul. 

S'lvPcul. Did your Ladyihip call? 

Lady Pbent. Nay, no^to interrupt you, my dear— oaff* ; 
lend me your letter, which you had from your fleward to-^ 
day; I would look upon the account again, and may be 
iBcrcafe your allowance. 

Sir PiiuK Theie it is. Madam ; do you. want a pen aad ' 
ink? [B9T»i ani givei the Uttef*^ 

Lady PhfoKt, No, no; nothing elft, I thank yon, Sir' 

Paul So now I can readmy own letter under the cover 

of his. [S^e* 

Sir PauL He ? and wilr thou bring a grandfbn at nine- 
yionchs ciTd, he ? — a brave chopping boy ? I'll /cttic a: 
thoufand pound a-year upon t be rogue, as fben* as ever 
ke looks me in the fate'; I will, gadfbud. I'm overjoy'* 
to think I have any of my family that will bring children' 
into the world. ' For I would fain have ftjhie rcfcmbfcince 
•f myfelf in my poflcrity, hey. Thy ? Can't yon contrive 
that affair, girl ? Do, Gadfbud, think on thy old father^ 
heb \ make /he young rogue as like as you ea&* 
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Cfnt. I'm glad to fee you fo merry. Sir. 

Sit Ptf«/. Merry,, gads-bud i'm fcrious, TU giTCtheellT* 

• hundred pound for every inch of him that refcmbles mc ; ah 

this eye, this left eye^ A thoufand pound for this left eye. 

This has doofe exccuiion in its timengirl \ vAij thou baft 

my leer, hufly» juft thy father's leer JLct it be tranf- 

xnittcd to the young rogue by the help of imagination ; 
why' 'tis the mark of our family. Thy ; our houfe is di- 
(linguifli'd by a languiihing eye, as the houfe of AufUia h 
\fj a thick lip.«— — Ah ! n^hcn I was of your agc» huiTy, I 
would have held fifty to one^ I could have drawn my own 
pI<£ture-^Gad8-bud 1 could have done— ^6t fo much as 
you neither, — bitt — nay, don't blufh— 

C)nU I don't blufh, Sir, for I vow I don't mda- 
ftand 

Sir Paul Pihaw^ Pfiiaw, you 6b, you baggage, you do 
underftand, and you (hall undcrflaod ; come, don't be fo 
nicCj gad&-bud don't learn after your mother-in-law my 
^ady here : marry, Heav'n forbid that you fltould follow 
her example, that would ijwil all indeed- Bkfs us, if you 
fliould take a vagarie and make a rafii reiblution on youf 
wedding nighty to die a maid, as. (he did ; all were ruin'd, 
all my hopes loft-r — My heart would break, and kny eftate 
would be left to the wide world, he ? I hope you are a 
jbetter Chriftiao than to think of living ^ nun ; he? 
^nfwer me. 

Cjnt' I'm all obodHipnce, Sir, to your commands. 

hsidy Plyaut. biev'it^<Mad the letter J] Odcar Mr Carelcft, 
I fwear he writes charmingly, and he looks charmingly, 
and he has charm'd hie, as much as I have charm'd him ; . 
«nd fo I'll tell him in the wardrobe when 'tis dark.- O 
crimine ! I hope Sir Paul has not fcen both letters. {Puts 
the ItUer kaftily upy anJ gives him her O'wn.'] Sir Paul, here's 
your letter, co-mcirow morning 1*11 fettle accounts to your 
advantage. 

^3 
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M -THK l>OtrRLE^OtAt2lt: 
» C E N r iv: 

fnrA««iJ BR I »K., 

FWj*. 85r INuTi aM«*bad' yowVe «» nocti^i^ perlbn, fet 
me tdl you, and-ali that; and I dni'iioc dluk it had 
been m yoa. 

Sir PaitL 6 law, wliat'ft tlie matter aotr? I hape yotf 
afe not angry, nnr Brt<k. 

Bfifk. Dcocc rala mc^ I beireve yotrrottfnd to^narrf 
your dao^hter yooHclf; you're always broiKling ever hcf 
like aaold bci^as if (he were not welFhatch-'d, I'jgad, bef 

Sir Paul. Good (brange ! Mr Briik is foch a* merry fa- 
cetious pcrfoD, he, be, he. 29o, iks I have door with 
her, 1 have done with her now. 

Br'tiK The fiddlers have AayM this hour in the haHi. 
and' my I>or<P Froth wattts Apamier» we caA bcvc9 hegisk 
Wjthoat her. 

Sir Paul Oof go, chitd, gOv get yoo^ gone and daoce^ 
and be meri^y, FB com* and look at you hy andJby,— -► 
l?here*8 tny ftm MeHefont? 

Lady Plyaitf, IH Tend hinuo thtm, I knov^wBerc he is-^ 

Bri'ik. Sir Patrl; wtl! you fead Oirelifc^ iiuo the hail if 
you meet hnn ? 

Sit- Paul I iKtIl, X will) 11 go and Il0«k foe him. o* 
furpoieb. 

s c E w E n « . 

S R I S K al9n4; 

* ^ now thcjP are all gone^ and .1 have fn oppo^ 
tonity to pradtife. ■ Ah 1 my dear Lady Fxoth f 

Sive's a mod engaging creature, if &ie were not fo fond of 
that damn'd coxeombly lord of hers ^ and yet I am ft>rO^ 
cd to aHow htm wit too-, to keep in with hi m ■' Ho roa^» 
tcr, fliers a woman of parts, and I'gad parts will carry 
her» She faid (he would follow me into the gallciy— -* 
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Jftow'to make my approaches — Hem, hem! Ah Makf&vj.] 
damf^Poz oii*t, why (hould I difparagcny ^rtt b]f 
thiokrag what to fay ? None but doll rogues think; wit* 
ty mco, like rich fellows, are atways ready for all eX^ 
peaces; white your. blockheads, like ^oor Bcedy f<oiii»* 
drels, are forced to ezatnifie their (lock, and fcur^caft thm 
charges of the day. Here ilie comes, Til feem not to 
fte her, and rry to win' her with a ncW airy inVcatioft of 
my own^ heak?i 



SCENE VL 

in him2 L»dj r R O T I& 

[Rrifk fingt., •waUttHg aSout] Vm Jui vtito tove^'^luLt ^ 
ba, pt*yibt( c^mt curt nit, 

Vmfick witb^ etc. 
O ye powVs? O my Lfldy Froth, my Ittdy Frotli! My 
Lady Froth-! Bri^hh! .fireak heart; Gods I thank ybu. 

[Stands ntufing -witb bh armt acrofti 
Lady Ffvtk. O heav'ns, Mr BriXk ! WhM*s theinatter ? 
Brisk. My Lady Froth I Your Ladyifatp's moft humUe 

iervant ; The matter, Madam i Nethio^, Madam, non 

thing at! all i*gad.' I was fallen into the taod agreeable 
aiBittfemeqt in ihc whole prmnfe of contemplation : tbat^a 

all (I'll feem to conceal my paMon,' and that will 

look like refpca.) [Afide^ 

l.ady Frotb. Bleis me, why did you eaU out upon m4 £9 
tend? 

Brisk. O Lord, I, Madam? I beTeech your Ladyih^ 
—-when I 

'Lady Frotb. Juft now as I came in : blefs me, why don*l 
you know it ? 

Brisk, Not I, let me perJfli Bnt did I! Strange ! I 

eonfefs your LadyOiip was in my thoughts; and 1 was ia 
a fort of dream that did in a manner prefent a Very 
pleafing obje<Sfc to my imagination, but-**— -^burdid 1 bk^ 
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Jccd To fee how love andmnrdcr will out. Bot ^ 

1 teallf name mj Ladjr Froth ? 

Lady Froth. Three times alovd, aa I love letters — *-But 
aid you talk of love? O Paraaflus! Who wo^ld ^ave 
tbev^t Mr Briik cou'd have beea i^ love» ha, ha^ ha* 
O heaves, I thought you cou*d have no miftrcfs but the 
Bine Moies. 

: Hthk. No more I have, T*gad, for 1 adore 'em ail in 
your Ladyfliip^— Let me pcrifli, 1 dob*t know whether 
CO be fpleaetic or airy upon*t; the deuce take me if 1 
can tell whether 1 am glad or ibrry that your Lady(hip hat 
made the discovery. 

Lady Froth. O be merry by all means-^Piioce Volfciut 
in love! Ha, ha, ha. 

Brisk, O barbarous, to turn me into ridicule! Tet, 
k*,* ha, ha. The dence take me, I can't help ianghmg 
nyfclf, ha, ha, ha;' yet by heav*n> I have a violent paf 
liua for your Ladyfliip, ierioufty. 
\"Lady Frvtb, Serioaifly; Hm, ha» ha. 

Brsk. Saioufly, ha, ha, ha. Gad I have, lor all 1 
laugh. 

Lady FrotK Ha, ha, ha! What d'ye tbink 2 laugh at? 
Ha, ha, ha. 
- 3riik. Me Pgad, ha, ha. 

Lady Froth, No, the deuce fake me if I dbn't laugh at 
myfclf; Iocl hang me if i have not a violent pai&o&fav 
Mr Briik, ha, ha, ha. 

Brisk, Serioufly ? ^ 

Lady Froth, SeriouOy, ha, ha, ha. <■ 

Briik, That's well enough ; let me periHi, ha, ha, ha^ 
O miraculous, what a happy diicovery! Ab my dear 
eharming Lady Froth ! 
: Lady Froth. Oh my adored Mr Br>fk ! [Emtncc, 

SCENE VII. 

ZT»tksm2 Lord FKOTK. 
Lord Froth. The company arc all ready— How now! 
^iji..2oons, Madam, there 's'my Lotd, ^Sofilj to ha* 
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Lady Froth. Take- do noiice— -b«t obArvc me — Now 
cftft'ofF, au'd meet ttie- at- the lower eod of the room, 
and tben.jom hand* again; I could ceacfa my Lord thia 
dance purely, but.i vow, Mr Briik, ! can't tell how to 
come Co near any other man. Oh here's my Lord, now 
you fliaii fee me dp i^ with him- 

[TA?; pretend to fraB'tfe part- of a country ianttk 

Lord Froth, Oh I fee there's no harm yet — But I 

don't like this familiarity. [Afide* 

L.2LdY. Froth, — Shall you and I do our cIoTe dance, xq 
Aew Mr Briik ? 

Lord Froth. Ho, ray dear, do tt with him. 
• Lady Froth. I'll do it with him, my Lord, when you arc 
imt of the way. 

: Brisk. That's gaod Tgad, that's good, deuce take me K 
ean hardly hold laughing in his face. [diftdcm 

Lord Frah. Any other time, my dear, or well dance it 
below. 

Lady Fmih. With all my heart. 
' Brhk Come, my Lord, TU wait on you My 

charming witty angel ! ^ [To her. 

Lady Froth, We ihall have whifpering time enough, you 
kookv, iince we are partners. 

. ' • SCENE VIIL 

Lady PLTANT, aniCARXL^SS. 

Lady FljanU O Mr Carelefs, Mr Carelefs, TmruiA^d, YtCk 
undone. 

Cute. What's the matte*, Madam ? 

Lady Plyant. O the mofi unlucky accident, Ym afiraid % 
flian't live to tcH it you. 

Care. Hcav'n fivbid ! What is it > 

Lady Plyant, I 'm in fuch a fright \ the (Irangeft quandary 
and premunire! Tin all over in an* univcrial agitation^ 
I dare fwear every circumfiance of me treiitbles. — O yoHt 
Utter, your letter ! By an unfortunate miftake, 1 have ^vcflk 
Sir Paul )out letter iuild^ad of his own* 
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Care, That was unlucky. 

Lady Plysttt. O yonder h« comet reatting of it, for heaY*iif> 
fake Aep ia keie and advUe (ne 4akkiy before ke fees* 



• 4 

S C £ K E IX. 

Sir PAUL tffith a leitir. 

Sir Paid, — O providence, vhat a coofpiracy ha-re t 
difcover^d — But let me fee to make air end on*t. — [Reads.l 
A urn—" After fuppct in the wardrobe bv the gallery, if Sir 
'* Paul fliould furprife us, I have a commillion from him t(r 
•' treat with you about the very matfer of fa<ft''— Matter 
Offadl I Very pretty; it fcems t*heu I am conducing to my 
6\yn cuckoldoni ; Why this is the very traitcrous portion of 
taking up aims by my authority, againft my pcrfon* 

Well let me fee " 'fill then I languiih in ezpe€latioa 

** of my adored charmer. ^J*'*g Ned Carclcft *' 

Gads-bud, would that were matter of fa£l tro. Di« 
llnd be damn'd for A Judas Maccabeus, and iicariot both. 

fritndiliip ! what art thou but a name ! Henceforward 
let no man make a friend that would not be a cuckold : 
for whomfoever he receives 4nto his boibm, will 6nd the 
way to his bed, and there return his carefTes with inte^ 
reft to his wife. Have I for this been pinioned night af- 
ter night for three years-' paft! Have I been fwath'd in 
blankets *till I have been ev*n depriv'd of motion ? Have 

1 approached the marriage bed with revejence as to a ia« 
cred {hrine, and deny*d myfelf the enjoyment of lawful 
domedic pleafures to prefcrvc its purity, and mull 1 now 
find it polluted by foreign iniquity ? O my Lady Plyant, 
you were chafte as iec, but you are melted now, and falfe 
as water— But providence has been coal^t to me in dii* 
covering this confpiracy ; Hill I anrbeholden to providence ; 
if it were not for providc&cCi Aire, {;ooi Sir Paul, th|F 
heart would break. 
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S fc E N 'B X. 

ir9 kim2 Uady P L Y A N T. ■> ' 

Lady Plyant. So, Sir, I fee you have read the letter— Weil 
BOW, Sir P^iul, what do you thipk of your friend Care^ 
lefs ? Has he been > treacherous, or did you give his info* 
fence a licence to make trial.of your wite*s fufpe^ked virtue i 
D*ye fee "here ? [Snatches the letter as in anger ] Look, read it? 
Crads my life, if I thought it wck fo, I would this moment 
renounce all communication with you. Ungrateful monr- 
ftcr ! He ? Is it foi ay, I fee it, a plot upon my honour ; 
your guilty cheeks confefs it : Oh where fliall wrong'd 
virtue fly for reparation : 1*11 be divorc*d this infbnt. 

Sir Paul. Gadfbud what ihall I fay ? This is the ftran- 
fed furprife ! Why I don*Jt know any thing at all, «ibr 
•J don*t know whether there be any thing at all in the 
world or no. 

• Lady Piyant, T thought I (hould try you, falfe man. I 
that never diffembied in my life, yet to make trial of 
you, pretended to like 'that monftcr of iniquity, drelefsy 
-jind found out that contrivance to let you fee this letter.; 
which now I find was of your own inditing-— I do, hea- 
then, I do ; ice my face no more; Kll be divorc*d pre- 
sently. 

Sir Paul Oibange, what will become of me?*— I'm fo 
amaz*d,and (b overjoyed, <b afraid, and ib forry. — But did 
you give me this letter on purpoie, he ? Did you ? 

Lady Plyant. Bid I ! do you doubt me, Turk, Saracen ? 
I have a couiin that*8 a proiftor ia the commons, Til go to 
^im inftantly.— 

Sir Paul, Hold, llay, I befeech your Ladyfliip ■ ■* 
I'm fo overjoy 'd, ftay, 1*11 conCefs all. 

Lady Plyant. What wi|l you confefs, Jew ? 
. 5ir PauL Why now as I hope tobefaved, I bad no hand 
in this letter — Nay hear me, I befcech your Ladyihip : 
the devil take me now if he did not go beyond my pom- 
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. midion If I defirM hira to do any more than fpeal: 

a good ^word only juft for me ; ^adA>ud only for poor Sir 
Paul, Vm an zta^AptHk, or a Jew, or what yoa plcaTc M 
call me. 

Ladf Plyant. Why, is not here a matter of fa£t ? 

^r Paul. 'Ay, ^ut by your own virtue and continency 
thatmatter of fa;5t is all i\h own doing ■ 1 confefs J 
-had a great deGre to have fume honours conferred upon 
jne, which ly all ia your Ladyihip*« bread, and he beio||; 
a well /pokca man, I dedred him to intercede for nie.— « 

L,SLdy PfyaAt, Did you fo, prefuraptioo! Ohi he come^i 
•the Tarquin comes; 1 cannot .hear his fight. 

'5 C X N £ XI. 
CARELESS^ Sir PAUL. 

Tirrr Sir Paul, Vm glad Tve met with yon, 'gad I Have 
iatd all I couId> but can't prevail-^Then ray frieadfliip ta 
you has carry*d me a little farther in this matter. ~ 

Sir Paul Indecd-^Well, Sir^i'll di^embk with him a 
littk. . [4ft.ie. 

Care, Why, faith, I have in my time known honeft 
gentlemen abused by a pretended coyaefs in their wives^. 
and I had a mind to try my Lady's yirtue— — And when X 
could not prevail for yju, 'gad I pretended to be in love 
inyfclf — but ail in vain ; flie would not hear a word upo^ 
that ibbjeA ; then I writ a letter to her ; I don't know 
what cke€t» that will have, but Til be fare to tell you 
when I do, tho* by this light i believe her virtue is im- 
pregnable. 

8ir Pa»i O Providence ! Providence ! what dircoveriet 
are here made? ^Vhy, this is better and more miraculoat, 
than the red. 

Care. What do you mean ? 

Sir Paul I can't tell you, I'm ib overjoy 'd ; come along 
with me to my Lady, I can't contain myself ; come, my 
dear friend. 

C$tu So, Co, fo, fhis difficulty'^ over« .l4fifk* 



dby'Google ."^ 



TH:E double-dealer. ifj» 

S C S N £ XH. 
UELLEFONT, MASKWELL, from iif stent doors. 

Mel, Mafkwell ! I tiave been lookiDg for you *ti» 

within a quarter of eight. 

Mask. My Lady is juft gone into my bord*s clofet, you 
H^d bed (leal into her chamber before (he comes, and ly 
concealed there, otherwife ftie may lock the door when we 
are together, and you not eafily get in to furprize us. 

Mei He! you fay true. 

Mnsk. You had befl make hafte ; for after die has made 
fomc apology to the company for her own, and my Lord's 
*bfcnce all this while, flie'll retire to her chamber in- 
ftantly. 

Mti. I go this moment : now fortune, I defy thee. 

SCENE xin. , 

MA5K.WELL alone, 

^ confers you may be allowed to be^fccure in your own 
•pinion ; the appearance is very fair, but I have an after- 
gamcfto piay that (hall turn the tables : and liere comes the 
loan ttiat I mu(i mauage. 

SCENE XIV. 

ITo him2 Lord TOUCHWOOD. 

Lord Touch, Maikwell, you are the man I wifh to meet. 
■; Mask I am happy to be in the way of your Lordlbi/c 

^ W)minands. 

' - Lord Touch, I have always found you prudent and care* 

, ful in any thing that has concern'd me or my family. 

I Mask. 1 were a villain ellc^ 1 am bound by duty 

and gratitude, and my own inclination, to be ever your 
^rd(hip*s fcrvant. 
Lord Touch, Enough— You arc my friend j 1 know it. 
Vol. I. f 
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Yet there has been a thing in your knowledge, which hat 
concernM me nearly, that you have conceard from me. 
JVIai*. MyLord! 

Lord Touch, Kay, I excnfe yquf friendfhip to my unoa- 
tural ne'phcw thus far— But I know you have been privy 
to his impious' defigns upon my wife. This ev*ning (he 
has told me all: htr.good nature concealM it as long as 
was poffiblc; but he pcrfevcres (o in villainy, that flie has 
told me even you were weary of difiuading him, though 
you have once a<5lually hindered him from forcing her. 

Mask. 1 am forry, my Lord, I can't make you an apfwcr ; 
.this is an occafion in which I would cot willingly be 
•filent. 

Ix>rd Touchi I know you would excufe him And I 

know as well that you can't. 

Mask. Indeed I was in hopes *thad been a youthful heat 
that might have foon boil'd over ; but— 
Lord Tottcf}, Say on. 

Mask. 1 hive nothing more to fay, my Lord but to 

ezprefs my concern; for I think his frenzy incrcafet 
duily. 

' Lord Touch. How! Give me but proof of it, ocular proof, 
that I may judify my dealing with him to the world, and 
ihare my fortunes. 

Mask. O my Lord ! confider that is h^rd : belides, time 
may work upon him: then for me to do it! I have pro- 
fefsM an everlafling friendihip to him. 

Lord Touch He is your friend, and what am I .^ • * 
Mask.'l am anfwered. 

Lord Touch. Fear not hts difpleafure ; T will put you out 
of his, and fortune's power :.and for that thou art iR:rupu- 
loufly hoDcft, I will fccure thy fidelity to him, and give 
my honour never to own any difcovery that you ihaU 
make mc. Can you give me a demonftrative proof? 
Speak. , 

Mask. I wifli I could not— -To be plain, my Lord, I 
intended this ev'ning to have try*d all arguments to dif- 
iaade him from a deiign, which I fufped; and if X had 
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<iiot fucccedcd, to have informed your JLordihip of what I 
knew. 

I^ord Toucb, I thank you. What it the villain's purpofe? 

Msik, He ownM nothing to me of late, and what I 
mean now, is only a bare fufpicion of my own. If youc 
Lordihip will meet roe a quarter of an hour hence tbere'» 
in that lobby by my .Lady's bed-chamber » I ihaU be able 
to tell you more. 

Lord Touch.*! wilL 

MmsL My duty to your Lordship makes lae do a ievere 
piece of juftice— — 

Lord Toucb, I will be fccrety and reward your hoacAf 
beyond your hopts. 

SCENE XV* ' 

8 C £ N £ ofenittgt ficws Lady Touch wood'j chambtr* 

ME^LEFONT foltu 

Pray Heav*n ray aunt keep tou<;h with her afCgnatiodt 

M oh that her Lord were but fweating behind this 

* hanging, with the expedtation of Avhat I (hall fee * 

Hift, file comes— -—Little doc* (he think what a mine is 

juft ready to ipring under her feet. But to my po(l. 

l^Goti behind the hangings, 

SCENE XVL 
Lady TOUCH WOOB. 

*Tis eight o' clock : mcthinks I Hiould have found him 
here. Who does not prevent the hour of love, out-(biyt 
the time ; for to be dully pun(3;uai, is too ik)w^-— I wat 
accttiing you of ncgledt. 

SCENE XVIL 

Lady TOUCHWOOD, MASKWELL. 

Mellefont ahfconding, 
^4Uk, I coafefs you do reproach me when I fee yo«| 
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here before me; but *tit fit I ihould be ftill behind*han#, 

ilill to be more and more iadcbccd to your goodnefs. 

h^df Touch, You can exctife a faolt too weH, not to have 
been to blame — A ready aofwer QlcWs you were prcpar'd. 

Mask. Guilt is ever at a lofs, and confulion waits upoa^ 
It; when innocence and bold troth are 'always ready few 
expreflion— i— * 

L4dy Touch. Not in love; words are rhc weak fupporft 
of cold indi&rence ; love ha$ no language to be heard. 

Mask, Bxcefs of joy ha^ made me ftupidl.Thus may my 

lips be ever clo&*d. IK/jffis btr,] And thus Oh \vh# 

would not lofe his fpeecl), upon condition to have X'^ys 
above it! 

Lady Touch. 'Hold, let me lock the <foor fir ft. 

\ [Goes to iU^door.. 

Mash aftdi.] That I bcliev*d ; 'twas well I left the 
pri^^ate paiTage open. ^ 

Lady Tout h. So, that's iafe. 

Mask. And fo may all your pleafures be, and iecret ar 
this kifs— . ^ 

Mel. And may all treachery be thus difcovcr*d. 

[Lecps out. 

ILAdy Touch. Ah [ IShrieks. 

Mil. Villain ! [Ofers to dra^ur. 

Mask. Nay, then, there's but one way. IRuaSouU 

SCENE XVIII. 
Lady TOUCHWOOD, MELLErONT. 

Mel. Say you fo, were you provided for an escape? 
Hold, Madam, you have no more holes to your burrow, 
I Aand between you and this fally- port. 

Lady Touch. Thunder (Irike thee dead for this decefc,, 
immediate lightning Waft thee, me, and the whole World — 
Oh ! 1 could rack myfelf, play the vulture to my own 
heartj and gnaw it piece-meal, for not boding to xoe this 
misfortune. 
' Mul. Be patient—— 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



/ THE DOUBLE-DEALER. ffi 

Lady Touch, Be damn'd. ' 

Mel. Con Oder I have yoa on the^hook; you will but 
Douadcr jourfclf a-weary, and be nevertheiefs my prifo' 
ner. 
Lady Touch. Ill hold my breath and die, but Fll be free. 
MeL O Madam, have a care of dying unprepar'd. I 
doubt you have fome unrepcnted iins that may hang 
heavy, and retard your flight. 

Lady Touch. O .^hat (hall I do ? (ay ? whither ihall I 
turn ? Has hell no remedy ? v 

MeL None ; hell has ferv'd you ev*n as heaven hat 
done, left you to yourfclf. — You're in a kind of Erafmus* 
paradife ; yet, if you pleafe, you may make it a purgatory; 
and with a little penance and my abfolution, all this may 
turn to good account. 

Lady Touch, afidc.] Hold in, my paiTion, and fall, fall 
a little, thou fwelling heart; let me have fome intermilfion 
of this rage, and one minute's coolnefs to diflemble. 

IShe weept, 

Mel. You have been to blame T like thofc tear», 

and hope they are of the pureA kind — penitential tears. 

Lady Touch. O the fcene was (liiftcd quick before me — I 
had not time to think — I was furpris'd to fee a monfter in 
the glafs, and now I find *tis myfclf *, can you have mercy 
to forgive the faults I have imagined, but never put in 
pradlice ?— -O confider, confider how fatal you have been 
to me, you have already kill'd the quiet of this life.* The 
love of you was the firft wand'ring iire that e'er mifled my 
Aeps, and while I had only that in view, I was betrayed 
into unthougbt of ways of ruin. 
Mel. May I believe this true? 

Lady ToucTt. O be not cruelly incredulous— How can 
you doubt thefe {Ircaming eyes ? Keep the fcvcrcft eye o'er 
all my future condu<St; and if 1 ou^e relapfc, let me not 
hope forgivcncfs, 'twill ever be in your power to ruin me. 
—My Lord fliall fign to your defires; 1 will myfelf create 
your bappincfs, and t^ynthia fliall be this night your bride ■ 
*— JX> but conceal my failings, and forgive. 
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174 THE .DOUBLE-DEALER, . 

Mef» Upon fuch tcmn, I will be be ever yours in ev'rf 
honed way. 



SCENE XIX. 

filASKl^ELL Mtly introduces Lord TOUCHWQOD, 
a»d retires* 

Misk, I have kept my word, he's here, but I muft uot 
be feen. 

SCENE XX. 

tadj TOUCHWOOD, Lord TOUCHWOOD, 
MELLEFONT. 

Lord Totieh, Hell and amazement ! {he*s in tiars. 

Lady Touch, kneeling,'] Eternal blelEngs tbank you^— 

Ha! my Lord fiftcning! O fortune has o'erpaid me all, 
all! all's my own ! lAftdlt. 

Met, Nay, I beieech you rift. 

Lady To»f*. doud,] Never, never ! HI grow to the 
ground, be buried quick beneath it, ere I'll be confentiog 
to fo damn'd a fin as inceft ! unnatural inceftl 

Mel. Ha! ' 

LadyTwcifr. O cruel man, wiH ydu not let me go? 111 

forgive all that's paft — O Heav'n, you will not ravifli mcr! 

Mel Damnation ! 

Lord Touch, MonOer, dog ! your life fliall anfwer this— 
[Dra-wSy and runs at Mel is held by JLdrfjr Touchwood. 

Lady Touch, O Hcav'ns, my Lord ! Hold, hold, for Heat- 
Ten 'a fake. 

Mel. Confufion, my uncle ! O the damn 'd forcercfs ! 

I-ady Touch, Moderate your rage, good my Lord ! He's 
mad, alas, he's mad — »— Indeed, he is, my Lord, and 
knows not what he docs — See how wild he looks. 

Mtl. By Heav*n 'twere fenfclefs not to bemad, and fee 
fuch witchcraft. 

Lady Tou,h, My Lord, you hear him, he talks idly. 

Lord Touch, Hence from my (i^t, thun lividg iufamy to 
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my name; when next I fee thaf face, I'll write villain in*t 
with my fword's point. 

Mel. Now, by my foul, I will not go 'till I have made 
known .my wrongs — Nay, *till I have made known yours, 
which (if pqflible) are greater — though Ihc has all the hoft 
of hell her fervants. 

Lady Touch, Alas he raves! talks very poetry. For 
Heaven's fake, away, my Lord, he'll either tempt you to 
extravagance, or commit (bme himfclf. 

Mel Death and furies, will you not hear me — Why by 
Heat'n ihe laughs, grins, points to your back; {he fork* 
out cuckoldom with her fingers, and you're running horn- 
mad-after your fortune. 

\_As Jhe is going JheJurns.back and /miles at him. 

Lord Twcb, I fear he's mad indeed — l.ct*8 fend Mafkwell 
to him. 
. .MeL "Send him to her. 

Lady Touch, Come, come, good my Lord, my heart akit 
fo, J flxall faint if 1 (lay. 

s c E N E xxr. 

MELLEFQNT alone, 
O I could curfe my ftars, fate and chance ; all caufet 
and accidents of- fortune in this life ! But to what pur- 
poie ? Yet, Ydeath for a man to have the fruit of all hit 
induftry grow full and ripe, rc^dy to drop into his mouth, 
, and juft when he holds out his hand to gather it, to have 
a fudden whirlwind come, tear up tree and all, and bear 
away the very root and foundation of his hopes ; what 
temper can contain ? They talk of fending Maikwcll to 
me ; 1 never had more need of him — But what can he 
do ? Imagination cannot form a fairer and mure plauiible 
defign than this of his which has mifcarried — O my pre- 
cious aunt, 1 fhall never thrive without 1 deal with the 
devil, or another woman. 

Women, like flames, have a deflroying pow'r, 
Ne'er to be quench'd, 'till they thcmfelves'dcvouf. 

-• IScetie Jliuth 
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ACT V. SCENEI. ^ 

Lady TOUCHWOOD £»d MASK WELL* 

Lady Touchwood* 
•yn- A S' T not lucky ? 

Maik. Lucky ! Fortune is yout own, and *Cis her 
intereft fo to be : by Hcav'n, I believe you can controof 
ber power, and (he fears it ; though chance brought my 
Lord, 'twas your own art turn'd it to advantage. 

Lady Touch. *Tis true, it might have been my ruin-— Bat 
yonder's my Lord, 1 believe he*s coming to find you, I'll 
not be fecA. 

S C £ N £ U. 
MASKWSLL Alone, 
So ; I durfl not own my introducing my Lord, thoti^ it 
luccecded well for her, for ihe would have fufpeiSted a de- 
fign whichi (hould have been puzzted to excufe. My Lord i» 
thoughtful — ril be fo to0 ; yet he ihall know mj thoughts ; 
or think he does— 

SCENE TIL 
iTohim} Lord TOttCHWOODb 

14aih What have I done ? 

Lord Touch. Talking to himfelf ! 

Maii. 'Twas honeft— and fliall I be rewarded for h f 
No, 'twas honeft, therefore I {lian*t ; — Nay, rather there- 
fore I ought not ; for it rewards itfelf. 

Lord Touch, Unequal'd virtue ! [^Jide, 

Mask, But fhould it be known ! then I have loft a 
friend! He was an ill man, and I have gain*d ; for half 
myrdf 1 lent him, and that I have recall'd ; fo I have 
ierved myfeif, and what is yet better, I have ferved a wor- 
thy Lord, to whom I owe myfclf. 

Lord Touch, Excellent man ! {/f/W^. 

Mask, Yet I am wretched — O there is a fecrct boms 
vithin this breaft, which fliould it once blaze forth, would 
ft 
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turn dll, ccmrume my boned chara(5ler, and brand me with 
the name of villain. 

Lord Touch. Ha ! . 

AUik. Why do I \pvc ! Yet Heatcn and my waking con* 
icicnce are my witpefics, I never gave one working tboughc ^ 
a vent, which might difcover that I lov*d, nor ever muft ; 
no, let it prey upon my heart; for I.would rather die,tha« 
fecm once,. Ij^relyieem, diihoneft :— O, fliould it once be 
known I love fair Cynthia, all this that I have done wonM 
k)ok like rivaPs malice, falfc friendihtp to my Lord, and 
bafe felf-intcreft. Let me periih firft, and from this hoiA 
avoid all &ght and fpeecb, and, if I cai^, all thought of that 
pernicious beauty. Ha ! But what is my didradtton do* 
ing ! I am wildly talking to myielf, and fome ill chance 
might have dirc<5ied malicious ears this way. 

[Seems to Jj art, feeing my Lord, 
* Lord Touch, Start not— let guilty and difhoneA fouU* 
fia'rt at the revelation of their thoughts, but be tjiou fix'dy 
as is thy virtue. 

Mask. I am confounded, and beg your Lordfliip's pardott 
for thoft free dtfcourfes which 1 have had with myfelf. 

Lord Touchy G}me, I beg your pardon that I over^heard 
you, and yet it fliall not need — HoncO Maikwctl ! thy and 

my good genius led roe hither Mine, in that I have 

difcover'd fo much manly virtue ; thine, in that thoa {hal( 
have. due reward of all thy worth. Give me thy hand 
my nephew is the alone remaining branch of all our an* 
cient family; him I thus blow away, and conftitute thee ia 
Jiis room to be my heir 

Maik, Now, Heaven forbid— 

Lord Touch. No more — I have refolvM— The writing! 
are ready drawn^ and wanted nothing but to be iign'd» 
and have his name infcrted — Yours will fill the blank as 
well — I will have no reply — Lit me command this time ; 
for *tis the^ laft in which I will afiume authority — hereaftef 
you ijiall rule where 1 have power. 

Z*iask. I humbly would petition 

Lord Touch Is't for you r felf ?— [Maik. /«»/Vi.] nibiCaff 
pf nought for any body elfCi 
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Mask, Then witneft Heaven for me, tfait wealth and 
honour was not of my fecking, nor would I build my for- 
tune on another's ruin : I had but one defire — — 

Lord TMcb, Thou (halt enjoy it— -If all l*m worth ia 
wealth or intcreft can purchafe Cynthia, (he is thine* 
I*m Aire Sir Paul's confent will follow fortune ; 1*11 quicU j 
flicw him what way that is going. 

Mask, You opptcfs me with bounty ; m^r gratitude i» 
w«ak, and flirinks beneath the weight, and cannot rife ta 
thank you— >What, enjoy my love ! Forgive the tranfports 
of a blcflingrounexpe<£iked, fo unhop'd for, £o unthoughtoft 

I^rd Tmtcb, I will confirm it, and rejoice with tbce* 

S C £ N £ IV* 
MASK^VCLL aJont, 

This 18 fo profp'rous indeed — Why, let him find me oat 
a villain, fettled in pofTeffion of a fair eftate, and full frut* 
tion of my love, I'll bear the railings of a lofing gamefter 
— But fliou'd he find roe out before ! 'tis dangerous to de« 
lay— Let me think— —fliou'd my Lord proceed to treat 
openly of my marriage with Cynrhia, all muft be difco* 
vered, and Mellefoot can be no lunger bliodcd.-^lt muSt 

not be ; nay, fliou'd my Lady know it ay, then were 

fine work indeed ! Her fury wou'd fpare nothing, tho' (he 
involv'd hcrfclf in ruin. No, it mud be by ftratagem — I 
Diuft deceive Mellefont once more, and get my Lord ta 
confent to my private management. He comes oppor-> 
tunely— Now will 1, in my old way, difcover the whole 
and real truth of the matter to him, that he may not fu* 
ipe<5l one word on't. 

No maflt like open truth to cover lies. 

As to go naked is the bed difguife. 

SCENE V. 

IT» him2 MELLEFONT. 

MeU O MafkwcU, what hopes ? I am confounded in • 

toaze of thoughts, each leading into'one another, and all 

ending in perplexity. My uncle will not ftc nor hear xaCm 
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Mask, No matter. Sir, don*t trouble your head, alPs ia 
my power. 

MeL How ? for Heaven's iakc ? 

Mask, Little do you think that your aunt has kept her 
word^— -How the devil (he wrought my Lord into this 
dotage, I know not ; but he's gone to Sir Paul about my 
marriage with Cynthia, and has appointed me his heir. 

MeL The devil he hav I What's to be done ? 

Mask. I have it, it mufl: be by ftratageni ; for 'tis in 
vain to make application to him. I think I have that in 
my head that cannot fail : wherc's Cynthia ? 

Mi'l, In the garden. 

Mask, Let us go and confult her : my life for yours, I. 
«heat my Lord. 

* 

S C- E N E VL 
Lord TOUCHWOOD, Lady TOUCHWOOD.' 

Lady Touch. Mafkwell your heir, and marry Cynthia! . 
, Lord Touch, I cannot do too much for fo much merit. 

Lady reach. But this is a thing of too grea^ moment to 
be fo foon lefolv'd. Why Cynthia ? Why muft he be mar- 
ried ? Is, tlicrc not reward enough ;n raifing his low for- 
tune, but he muft mix his blood with mine, and wed my 
niece ? How know you my brother wiil confcnt, or (he I 
Nay, he himfelf perhaps may have aflfcaions otheiwherc. 

Lord Touch. No, I am convinced he loves her. 

Lady Touch, Mafkwell love Cynthia, impoflible! 

Lord Touch, I tell you, he confcfs'd it to me. 

Lady Touch. Confuiion ! How's this! l^Jide, 

Lord Touchj, His humility long ftifled his paflTion ; and 
his love of Mellcfont would have made him ftill conceal 
it.— But by encouragement, I wrung the fecret from him ; 
and know he's no way to be rewarded but ih her. Til de- 
fer ray farthw proceedings in it, till you have confidetcd 
it ; but remember how we arc both indebted to him. 
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SCENE VII. 
Ladj T OV C HYf OOD aloae. 
Both indebted to him ! Yes, we are both indebted to 
him, if ypu knew all. Villain ! Oh, I am wild with thit 
iurprize of txcachery : it is impoflible, it cannot be • 

}!e love Cynthia ! What, have I been bawd to his defigns, 
liit property only, a baiting place ! Now 1 iee what made i 
him falfe to Mellcfont.— -~Shame and diAradtion ! I can- 
not bear it, oh \ what woman can bear to be a property ? 
To be kindled to a flame, only to light him to another's 
arms ; oh ! that I were fire indeed, that 1 might bvrn the 
vile traitor. What (Uall I do ? How fliall I think ? I can- 
not think.— All my defigos are lofl,*niy love unfated, 
my revenge uafiriifli'd, and frcfli caufe of fury from ua- 
thought'Of plagues. 

SCENE Vill. 
[r« her2 Sir P A U L. 

Sir Paul Madam, fitter, my Lady fifter, did you fee my 
X-ady, my wife ? ^ 

l.ady Touch. Oh! torture! 

Sir Paul^ Gadfbud, f can't find her high nor low; where 
can flic be, think you ? 

* Lady Touch. Where flic's fcrving you, as all your fck 
ought to be fcrv'd ; making you a bcafl. Don^t you know 
that yotfVc a fool, brother ? 

Sir Pfltt/. A fool ;, he, he, he, you*rc merry — No, no, 
not I, I know no fuch matter. 

Lady Touch. Why then, you don*t know half your hap- 
pinefs. 

Sir Paul That's a jcft with all ^ly heart,, faith and 

troth But harkye, my I ord told me fomtfthing of ^ 

revolution of things ; I don't know what c*) make ou't, 

Gadibu^,^ muft confult my wife— — hc4alks'tff 

difinhcriting his nephew, and I don't know what,-^ 



Look you, fifl$;r, I muft know what my girl lias to trult'to; 
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%f ndt a fyHuWc of a wedding, gads^bud to ihcw yoa 

that I am Bot a 'fool. 

Lady Touch, Hcatmc; conttiit to iht htcMag oft this 
Carnage, said thepronfOtiDg any other, without confuttirt^ 
mc, and lil Tcnoante all blood, -a4I' rdation aad concern 
wriih fim frtrcvet,-*.— — — — Nay, iMrbc your toemy, and 
purfue you t^'deftni^oii, lUI t^arjroareyc^cmt, and tread 
you under ay feet—' — • 

Sir Paul, Why, whatS tfie matter notr ? bood Lord, 
"What's all this for? I>ooh, here's a joke iadeed-^-*^Why» 
r«rhere*« »y wife } 

Lady Twcb. WithCarelefs, ia the ctofe arbour; he may 
Vant you by this time, as liioch as you want her. 
.. Sir Paul O, if flic be with Mr Carelefs, ^tts well enough. 

Lady Touch. Fool, fot, infennbte oil But remember 
*^at I (aid to ^'ou, tfr fOU had better eat your own horns, 
l>y this light you had. 

Sir Pauk You*re a paflionate womati, gads-bud,——-* 
But to fay trntb, all our family arc dhelciic ; I am the 
-«iUy peaceable perfonamongft 'em. 

SCENE IX. 

MElLtroNT. Jt ASK WELL, tf»iC Y NTH I A. 
' Mel. I know no other way but this he hai p^pos*d ; 
4f you have love enough to run the venture. 

{^nt. I don't know whether I have love 'enough-^-b||t 
) find I have obftinacy enough to purfne whatever I have 
once refolv'd; and a true female Tccurage to oppo(e any 
thing that refifts my will, tho' \vftvt rcafon itfelf. 

MaJ*. That's right, — ;*-Wtdl, Tit fccurc the writings, 
«nd sua the hai:ard along with you. 

Cyat, But how can t^e coach and fix horfes be goe 
teady without iufptcion ? 

Mask, Leave it to my cate ; that fliall be fi> filT fron\ 
being rufpe<5l«d, that it (hall be got ready by my Lgxd'i, 
own order. 

Mel. How? 

Vol. I, Q^, 
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Af«fl. Wh7» 1 intend to tell my Lord the li^icOe aiMflr 
«rf our rontrtvaoce, that's my way. 

Af «/• J don*t voderftaDd you. 

AUsk, Why, 1*11 teU mj JLord, I laid this plot with jM 
va porpofe to betimy you ; «nd that which pwt me upoa 
it, was finding Jt impofiibte jto j^in the lady .any other 
«vay, but inthciiopcf of her«iarfyii^'you.-<-— 

Me!, So 

Aftfi*. So, why To, while you*i« bufied in makrag yonr- 
Iclf ready, 1*11 wheedle her into the eoach ; and inftead of 
^ou, borrow my Lord's chaplain, and To rucaway with her 
myTeiL 

jMeK O I conceive you, yofiHl tell bin lb ? 

Math. TeU him ibl ay» why f ouwdon't think I rneaa M 
530 fo' 

^il. No, no; 1u* ba, 1 <io iwearchou wilt not. 

Mask. Therefore, for our farther fccuricy, I would haiie 
youdiiguis'd like.a parfbn, .that if my Lord fhould have 
thecuriofity to pe^), hcjnaynot difcoyeryouin thecoack, 
^t think the cheat is carried on as he would bave k. 

MeL Excellent Maskwell ! thou wcrt certainly meant 
for a flarefman or a Jiefurt,—^ut -thou art tfX>boneftfor 
«oe,.and Xoo pious for .the other. 

Mask. Well, get yourfeWes ready, and meet me in half 
an hour, yonder in my Lady's dteiling room ; go by the back 
iUirs,-and fo we may flip 4own without being obftEv'd.— 
l*[\ fend the chaplain to you with his robes; I have made 

bim my own, and ordered him to meet us to-morrow 

morning at St Albans; t'bere we will Aim op this account 
to all our fatisfadbions. 

Mel, Should I begin to thank or praiie thioe, J (bottid 
wade the link time we have. 

S C ^ N E X. 

CYNTHIA, MASKWELL. 
Mask. Wadam, you will be ready ? 
Cynt, I will be puntSiual to the minute. [^mt/* 

Mask, Stay, I have a doubt Upon fecond tboti|)it« 

^fi!c had better meet i% the chapUiu's chamber bcrti tbc 
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corner ctwunber at this and of tbo gaUcry : tkete n % b%ck 
vay into it, fu that you need not come through this doup 
—'•and a pair of private ftairs leading down to the ftablei 
•» — -It wiU be more conYcoient^ 

Qr/f/. £ am guided by you, but Mellefost will miftak«. 

Mnskt Uo, no» ru after him immediately, and tell hioiv 

Cj4U I will not fail, 

fif C E K B XL 

MASKWELL atoHf^ 

. Why, jfti vult decipi decipiaitir, *Ti8 no fault of midCr 

I Rave toid 'om, ia plain terras, how cafy 'tis for mc to* 
ebeat *em ; and if they witt not hear the ferpent's hifs, 
they muft be ftung into experience, and fiKurc caution.- — - 
Now to prepare my Lord toeoafent to this. — But lirft I mu(t 
ioftrutfl my little Levite; there is no plot, public or private, 
that can expc<£t to profper without one of them has a finge* 
tn*t : he promifcd me to be within at this hour.— Mr Say- 
g^race, Ml Say^race. [G««r io tbt cbamkir Mr^ and kitocks^ 

S C B N B Xlf.. 
MASKWELL, SAYGRAGE; 

MrSaygraee. [looking out,'] Sweet Sir, I- will but pen tHc 
laft line of an acroftic, and be with you in the twinkling of 
an ejaculation, iathe pron6uacing of an. Amen, or before- 
fOtt can— 

Mask, Nay., good Mt Saygrace, do not prolong the time, 
b^r defcribing to me the (bortnefs of your (lay; rather, if 
you pleafe, defer the fini(hingof your wit, and let us talk 
about our. hufineTB , it (hall be tithcs^in your way. 

Sayg, IE titers^ You fhall prevail, I would: break off in. 
Mk raiddU of a fermon to do you a pleafure. 

Msik, You could not do me a greater,*— «->except-— 
the bufinefft in hand***— — Bave you provided a habit for 
Meliefont ? 

SajiS' 1 ^aive, they are veady in my chamber, tog^hcr 
Willi a dean iUrch'd band aod cuffs. 
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Meik, Good, let them he carry *d to him Havtyott 

ditcUd thegown fleeve, ijiat he may be pti^cd, iiidwaAfr 
time in puttiog it on ? 

Sajtg^ I have} tlje gown will not be indued withool 
pcfplcxity. 

Maik, Meet me in half an hour, here in yoor own cham- 
ber. When Cynthia corner let thc*e be no. light, and da 
not fpeak that flic may not diftinguiA you ftom McUcfonK 
111 urge hatte, to excufe your filcncc. 

Sayg. You have no more commands.? 

jVlask* None, your teit is ibort. \ 

^ayg. But pithy, add I willhandlc it with diroetlo^ 

Maii. ItwiUbethefirftyouhavcfofcrvU ^ 

SCENE XUK 
Urd T O D C MW Ooi>, MASKWKL1:. 

Lord ToncK Sure t W4» born fro be contt«lljBKi by. thofe I 
ihouid command : my very flavcs will fljonly give mcrulei 
liow I fliall govern thenv 

Mask* I am concerned to fcr yoiup LordHiip difcom^. 
j»o<'d 

Lord Touch. Have you feen mj wife lately, or difoblig'd; 
ker ^ ^ 

Maik No, my Lord. \S^t can this mean* {Afidi, 

Lord Tcttch, Ihcn Mellefont ha» urg*d fomebody to in* 
.ccnfit her-^Something ih« has heard of you which cairiti 
her beyond the botmd« of patience,* 

Mask, This I fcar*d, [AftdeJ] Did not yo'nt Loh|0«> 
tell her of the I>onouTs yott 4crig[i*d me ? 

Lord Tou£b, Y€»^ , 

Mask, *Tit that; you know my Lady has i^ kigli ipirtfft. 
^c thinks I am unworthy. 

Lord Touch. Unwotdiy! *Ti« an ignotant pride in her 
f o think fo— **^Honcfty to me U true nobility. However, 
\w my will it fliail be fo, and th^t fluiu'd be convincing^ 
to her as much asreafon*— ^— By l>i'eav*n, VU not be^ifc-v 
liddep; were it polliUf, it Hftotild be done this night* 

Mask. By Hcav'n he meets itiy wiflies. l^fitlf*.} frt 
thiQgs arc impa0ible to willing miods. 
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Lord To«r&. Inftrudl me how this fliail be done, you* 
fliall fee I waat no inclination. 

Mnsk, I had laid a fmalt defign for to-morrow (as lov« 
. will be inTeoting) which I thought tocommuntCiitetoyouD 
£Ardi3iip->*-Bttt it'may be as well done^ to-night. 

I^ord Touchy Here's company — Come tiiis way, and tell mes • 

»- C B N fi XIV^ 
eA RELE SS, and CYNTHIA. 

Carc> Is not that he, now gone out with my LatdT 
. Cyn, Yes.. 

Care. By Heav'n there's treachery— The confufion that 
I'faw your father in, my Lady Touchwood's pafllon, wiclti 
what imperfectly 1 over-heard between my Lord and hefy< 
confirm me in my fears. WheseV Mellefonti 

Cyn. Here lie. comes. 

S' c E N B« xv; 

ITtthem^ MELLEFONT.^ 

Cyn, Did Mafkwell tcll.youany.thiAg.j3f the chaplain's ' 
chamber ? 

MeU No ; my dear, wiH you get ready the thirg&< 

are all in my chamber ; I want nothing but the habit.' 

Ciire» You. are bet ray 'd, and-Maikwtll is the- villain V 
al.ways thought- him. 

Cyn. When y (HI were gone, he faid his mmd was 
chang'd, and bid me meet him in the cliaplain** room, 
pfc tending immediately to follow you^ and give you no*- 
ticc. 

C<ire, There^s Saygrace ttippingT-by with a bundle under 

ids ann*. He. cannot. l)e tgnoraat that r4niVwcli mean*-* 

to ufe his chamA>©r; let's follow and exarTiine him. 
Mil 'Tis lufs of time 1 cannot ihiak him falfc. 

SCENE XVT. 
CYNTHIA, Lord TOUCHWOOD^ 

djfn* My Loid muHag ! 
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Lord Tntcb, He lias a quick mveotion, if this were fb^^ 
clcnly de6gn*d>-*-^Yct be £iys he had prepar*d roy chapbift 
already. 

C/if. How*8 this I now I fear indeed* 

Lord ToucA. Cyathia here! Alooc, fair coufin^ and m^ 
lancholy ? 

Cyn. Your Lordfhtpwas thoughtful. 

Lord Touch. My thoughts -were on ferions bufinefs, not- 
worth your hearing. 

Cjfa, Mine were on treachery conceming you, and majr 
be worth your hearing. 

LonI Touch, Treachery coDccming me ! piayrbe plaitt-— 
Darkl.Whaitii^iTe! 

Mask. frithtM.'i Witt you not hear me? 

Lacfy Tot*cK WMti.j No, monfber ! traitor ! . No. 

C/«. My Lady and* MSi&wclH this may be kicky- — 
My Lord, fet me intreat you to ftand behind this Ckrcen, 
and liflen ; perhaps this chance may give you proof oT 
what yoii Be*er couM^ have believ\i froa^ my Airpkions. 

SCENE xvn. 

l»Wry TOTTCHWOOI^ lurfft a d^gftr, MA&KXTELts- 
€ Y N T H i A 4»rf tord TOUCHWOOD sifcoud, lijinimt^ 

Lady Touch. You want bat Ibiflire to invent frefli faMe- 
bood, ajid (both me to a fond bcKcf of all your fidions ;^ 
but I rt\\\ Chib the lie that's forming ia your heart, andiave 
a &n, m pity to your foul* 

Mi.sh Strike then fmcc yon will have it fU 

Lady To^ah. Ha ! A ft^ady villain to the laft! 

M^i*. Come, why do vou dalfy with me thus ? 

Lady Touch. Thy (hi'l>horn temper fliocks me, a»d yoi* 

knew it wouU^ this is cunning all, and not coura^; na^ 

1 know thee wcH : but thou (haft mifs thy aim.. 

Maik. Ha,ba, h4J , 

Lady Toufh. Ha ! do you mock my rage t Then thi» fhafl 
punini your fond^ raOi couumpt ! again TsniVer 

iOdtitoptku 
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And fach * fmilc as fpeak^ to ambiguity ! 

Ten thoufand ncanings lurk in each corner of tluit tsi^ 

rious face« 
O ! thatlhcy were written in thy heart. 
That I, with this, nught lay thee open to my fight I 

But then 'twill be toe late to know - 

Thou haft, thop haft found the- only way to turn mf 

lage ; too wcH thou know'ft my jealous foul couM nevet 

bear uncertainty. Speak then, and tell nye ■ Yet are 

you filent ? Oh,. 1 am wildcr'd in all paffions! but thu* 

my anger melts, [Weeps.'] Here, take this poniard, foi 

my very fpirits faint, apd I want ftrengtli to hold it; thoit 

kaft difarm'd my fouL [Gives the daggeti 

Lord Touch, Amazement ihakes me — Where will this end t 

Mask. Sp, *tis well— let your wild fury have a vent ; aa<l 

whca you. have temper, tell me. 

l^ady Touih^Htyyr, now, now I am cahn ,and can hear yotti- 

MaiK afiite'] Thanks, my invention; and now I hav« 

k for you. ' Firft tell me what ufg*d you. to this vio» 

lence ; for youv paiUon broke in fuch imperfed terms, that 

yet I am to learn the caufe. 

Lady Touch, My Loidhimfclf furpria'd me with the new» 
you were ta marry Cynthia— That you had own'd youp 
love to htm, and his indulgence would ai£A you to attain 
your ends. ^ 

Cjt7, How, my Lord! 

Lord Touch. Pray forbear all refentments for a. while^ 
and let us hear the reft. 

JVfAS* I grant you in appearance all is true? J fccm'd 
confcnllng to my Lord; nay, tranfpwtcd with the blcl^ 

fing But could you think that 1, who had bcftu happy 

in your lovM embraces, could e*er be fond of an inferiof 
llavery ? 

Lord Touch. Ha ! O poifon to my ears f What do 1 hear! 
' Cytt. Nay, good nn/ Lord, forbear refencmeot, let ui? 
bear it out 

Lord Touch. Yes, t will contain, tbo* I cou*d butft. 
Musk, I that liad wantoned in the rich circle of your 
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world of love, cou-d f be coa6ii*d within the puny province - 
of a girl ! No*~yet tho' I doat on each ktV favour more 
than all the reft; though I would give a limb for every 
look yoo cheaply tbcow away on any other obje^ of youa 
love; jH.fo fa? I pi^iasc yoor- pleafures o*c» my own, thaf 
all this feeming plot that I have laid, has been, to gratify 
)K>ur tafte, and cheat the world, to mrovc a faithful jsogue^ 
to you. 

X-ady Totuk. If. this were true-^BuLihow can this be?' 

Mafk» I have. fo. contrivM. that McUc font ^ will pre- - 
ifently, in the chaplain's habit, wait for Cynthia in your, 
dreifing-room rbut I have put the change upon her, that 
ihe may be otherwhere eraploy'dT-««Do you procure bet. 
lught-gown, and w;th your: hoods tied over yoor face, 
Q^eet him in herftead; you may go privately. by the back 
ftairs, and unperceiv'd, there you may propoft, to rein- 
lUte him in his unck^s favour, if hc'H comply with your 
defires; his caiejs de^crate, and I believe bell yicU to 
any conditions^--*— If not, here take this ; you may em- 
|}]oy it better^ than ia. the hearx of one, who is nothing,- 
when not yours. [G/tjkx the logger, 

hsid^Toucb. Thou can*ft deceive every bodyj» Nay^ 

thou haft deceived, me;. but *tis as I would wifli^-—Trufty^ 
lullaia ! I could worfliip thee . 

Mask. No more. It wants but a few minutes of the. 

time; and Mellefoni*s love will carry, him there .before his^ 

Lady Toiubl I go, 1 Hy, incomparable MaikwcUJ 

S^ C E N E xvrii. 

H A3 K \y EL L, OX N..T.HUi A^ Lord TOUCHWOODi* 

Mask, So this was a pinclr indeed, my invention wasif 
upon the rack, and made difcovcry of htr laft plot: I hopei 
Cynthia and. my chaplain will be ready, rU^xepitfeior thc^ 
czpcditiojQu 
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S C E N E XIX. 
CYNTHIA and Lmd TOUCHMrOOD. 
"Cjr«. Now, my Lord* 

r "LotdTaufh. Aftoniftiincnt binds up my rage T Villainy, 
ttpon villainy ! Hcav*ns, what a Igng track of dark deceit 
kas this difcuver'd 1 I am confounded when I look ba<;k». 
Mid want a clue to goide me through the various inaze$ 
of unheard of treadiery. My wife! damnation ! my hell t 

CyK, My Lord, have patience, and be fenijble how great 
•ur happtineis is, that this dtftovery was not made too Iate«. 

Lord Tomb, I ihank you, yet it may.ke ftill too late, if 
wc. don't pfefcnily prevent the execution of their plots ^— 
Ha, 1*11 do*t. Where's MeUefont, my poor iujur*d ne- 
phew ? ■ ■ How ill all I make him ample Tatisfa^ioa ? ■ 

Cya. I dare anfwer for him. 

Lord Toueb. I do him freili wrong to queftion his fof« 
fi^^ncfs; fo^I know him tu b< 4II goodnefs -^o-^-Yet.pif 

wife ! Damn her She'll think to^ect him in that- 

drelling-rc'om;— ^was't not fo? And Maikwell will cx- 
pe«St you in the chaplain's chamber.*— —For once, I'll 
add my plot too let us hade and find out, and inform 
my ilephew; and do you, quickly as you can, bring all the 
cgmpauy into this gallery. ■ ■ Til ex^fe the ftrumpct^ 
and the villain. 

SCENE XXi 
Irf>r4 r ROT 11 /i»i Sir PAUL. 

Kord Fntb. By HeaVos I have fleptan age — — SirPau^ 
what a clpck is*t ? Paft eight, o' my confcience ; my Lad/a 
9 the nioft inviting couch; and a (lumber there i^ th^. 
prettiefi aifiufemcnt ! But, wberc's all the company ?— 
( Sir PaitU The company, Qad(bud, 1 don't know, my 
Lord, but here's the (trangeft revolution, aU turn'd topfy 
torvy ; as I hope for Providence. 

Lord Froths Q Hcav'ns, what's tji« matter ? Where's my 
wife? 

$i^ Paar/. AJl turned topfy-turvy, ay fuxc as a gnuu 
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Lotd troth. How do you mean ? my wife I 

Sir PnuL Tbc (^raagcft podure of afiain! 

Lord FrstL What, niy wife?' 

Sir Paul, No, no, I mean the family,— Youf Ladf V 
alTairs may be in a very good poflure ; I faw her go into, 
the garden with Mr Briik . 

Lord Fti^tb. How? where ? when ? what to do? 

Sir ^PauK I fuppofe they have been laying their heads to* 
^ether* 
• LordFf^r*. How? 

Sir Paul. Nay, onJy about poetry, I foppoie, my JLord^ 
making couplets. 

Lord Froib, Couplets t 

Su P«uL O, here they come.. 

SCENE xxir. 

trotkemy Lady FROTH, BRISK. 

Brisk, My Lord, your humble fervant : Sir Paul, yoar^ 
•p-the fined night4 

Lady Froth, My dear, Mr BriCt and I have been ftar-^ 
^zing, I don't know how long. 

&ic Paul,. Docs it not tire your Ladyfliip ; are you hot- 
ifeary with looking up l" 

Lady Froth, Ob, no, 1 love it ▼iolcntly.-^^— My dear,, 
fpu're melancholy. 

Lord Froth, No,, my dcjir ;. I'm. but juft awake. . x ^ 

■Lady Froth, SnuiFlbme of my fpirit of hartHiorn. 

Lord Frotb. iVe Tome of my own, thank you, my dear< 

Lady Froth, Well ^ I fweaF, Mr Bnsk, you underftMKl 
alfaronomy like an old Egyptian* 

Brisk, Not comparably to your -Ladyfliip; you arc th» 
very Cynthia, of the Ikies, and queen of fiars. 
, Lady Froth, 'Fka^ s becaufe I have no lights but what'i 
by rcfie^ion from you, who are fun. , ' 

Brisk, Madam, you have cclips'd me quite, let me pc« 
vUh— I can't anfwer that. 

Lady Froth, No matter— Harkye, fliall you an4 I QUilk* 
IIDi aUnanac together^ 
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Br'nk. With all my foul.— Your Ladyihip hau made me 
•^he man m*t alvcady, I'm fo full of the wounds which yo« 
have given. 

Lady Froth. O finely t*kcn ! 1 fwcar now you arc even 
^th me. O Parnaflus ! you have an infinite deal of wit. 

Sir PauL So he has, 6ad(bucl,aad Co has your Ladyfhip. 

SCENE XXIIr 
tr#*/ftml Lady PLY A NT, CARKt«SS, CYNTHIA* 
Lady Plygnt. You tell me mod furprifing things ; bleft 
«>e, who would ever trud a man! O my heart akes for 
fear they fhould be all deceitful alike. 

^Care. Yob need aot^feari Madam, you hiyc charms to fix 
40ConftAii€y itfelf- 

Xady Plyant, O dear, you n\ake me blufh. 
Lord Froth, Come, my dear, fliall we take leave of' mj 
Lord and my Lady ? 
■Cyn, They'll wait upon your Lordfliip prefently. 
Lady Froth. Mr Brisk, my coach iliall fet you down* 
\jilL What's 4he matter ? 

Ij4.great Jbriik frsm ike corner of the Jiage* 

SCENE xxni. 

itro tktm'} Lady TOUCHWOOD runs out affrighted^ my LtrM 
after her, like a par/on. 

Lady Touch, O I'm betray 'd — Save me, help me. 

Lord Touch, Now, what eva (ion, fhrun\pet ? 

Xady Touch. Stand ofF, let me go. 

Lord Touch, Go, and thy own infamy purfue thee.— — 
You ftare as you were all ama«cd— I don't wonder at it— 
'but too foon you'll *know mine, and that woman's fham^. 

S C E N E, ^tf Laft. 

Xord TOUCHWOOD, LerdmOTH, Xady TROTH, t'idf 
PLyAnT, Sir PAUL, CYNTHTA, MELLEfONT, 
MASl^WELL ; Mrllcfunt difiuifed in a par/on* s habit, and . 
puiling in Malkwell. 

Mel Nay, by Heav'n, you fliall he feen.-^Carcle/s, 
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your hand; Do you hold down your bead ? Tcf, ) 

«un your chaplain; look in the hcc of yowr injur'd fxicnd, 
thou wonder of all falichood. 

Lord ToMci* Arc yon filent, monfter ? 

Met. Oeod Heay'ns ! How J hclfcv'd and lovM thb 
«ian i^^Takc him ^nce, for be*6 a difeafe to my fight.. 

l4>rd Toack Secure that manifold villain. 

[ SefvuMts feize biiik 

Care. Miracle of in^atitude 1 

Brisk, This ic all very furprifing, let me perifh. 

Lady Froth, Too know I told you Saturn look*d a little 
Viore angry than oTnal. 

Lord Touch, We'll think of pumfhment at Icifure, but 
let me haften to do juftice, in rewarding virtue and wrong*! 

innocence. Nephew, I hope 1 have jour pardon, and 

Cynthia's. 

MeL We arc your Lord(hip's creatures. 

Lord Touch, And each others comfort— —Let me join 

your -hands ^Un^trearicd nights, and wifliingdays attend 

you both ; mutual love, lading health, and circling joys, 
ttead round each happy yearof your long lives. 

Let fccret villainy from hence be wam'd ; 

Howe'er in private mifcKiefs are conceiv'd. 

Torture and (hame attend their open birth ; 

Like vipers in the womb, bafc t/eachery Ij-cs, 

Still gnawing that, whence frO it did arifc; i 

No fooncr born, but the vile parent dies- 

{Eicettttt imutK 
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'** Nudus agrif, nudus aummis paternis, 

**' Inlimirc parat ccrta ratioDc modoque.*' Hor. 



VqL, I. 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



£ »P5 ] 

To the Right HoflouraMe 

CHARLES,. 
Earl of Dorset and Middlesex, 

- Lord Chamberlain of bis Majcfty's Houfliold, 
and Knight of the Moft Noble Order of the 
Garter, &c. 

M Y L K D, 

AY O U N G poet is liable to the fame vanity 
and indifcretioQ with a young lover ; and 
the great man who fmiles upon one, and the fine 
woman who looks kindly upon the other, are both 
of them in danger of having the favour pubhfhed 
with the firft opportunity. 

But there may be a different motive, which will 
a little diftinguilh the offenders. For though one 
ibould have a vanity in ruining another's reputa- 
tion, yet the other may only have an ambition to 
advance his own. And I beg leave, my Lord, 
that I may plead the latter, both as the caufe and 
excufe of this dedication. 

Whoever is king, is alfo the father of his coun- 
try ; and as nobody can difpute your Lordfliip's 
xnonarchy in poetry; fo all that are concerned, 
ought to acknowledge your univerfal patronage; 
and it is only prefuming on the privilege of a loyal 
R i 
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196 DEDICATION. 

fijbje<a, that I have ventured to make this tny ad- 
drefs of thanks to your' Lordfliip ; which, at the 
fame time, includes a prayer for your frotedlion. 

I am not ignorant of the common form of poed- 
cal dedications, which are generally made up of pa- 
Xiegyrics, where the authors endeatour to diftingmfli 
their patrons, by the ' ihuiing characters they give 
them above other meii, • But that, Tnciy Lord, is 
not my buflnefs at this time, nor is your Lordfliip 
now to be diftinguifhed. I am contented with 
the honour I do myfelf in this epiftle, without the 
Vanity of attempting to add to, or explain your 
Lordihip's eharaflcr, 

I confefs it is not without &me (IruggUng, that 
I behave myfelf in this cafe as I ought ; for it is 
very hard to be pleafed with a fubjed^, and yet for- 
bear it. But I choofe rather to follow Pliny's pre- 
cept, than his example, when in his panegyric to 
the Emperor Trajan, he fays, 

'* Nee minus confiderabo quid aures ejus pati pofBnt, 
** Qpam quid virtutibas dcbeatur/* 

I hope I may be excufed tlie pedantry of a quo- 
tation, when it is fo juftly applied. Here are fome 
lines in the print, (and which your Lordfliip read 
before this play was aC^ed) that were omitted on 
• the flage, and particularly one whole fcene in the 
third aft, which not only helps the deGgn forward 
witli lefs precipitation, but alfo heightens the ridi- 
culous charafter of Forefight, which indeed feems 
to be maimed without it. ' But I found myfelf in 
great danger of a long play, and was glad to help 
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it where I could. Though notvithftanding my 
care, and- the kiad reception it had from the town, 
I could heartily wifh it ytft fhortcr; but the number 
of different charad^rs reprefented in it, would have 
been too much crowded in leis room. 

This refledtioD on prolixity, (a fault, for which 
fcarce any one beauty will atone) warns me not to, 
be tedious -now, and detain your Lordfhip any 
longer ..with the trifles of. 

My LORD, 
Your Lordihip*s moft obedient, 
And moft humble fervant, 

William Congkets 



Rs 
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PROLOGUE, 

Spoken at the opening of the New Houre. 

By Mr BETTER TON. 

TH E huflttodman in vmin renews his toil. 
To cultivate each year a hungry foil ; 
And fondly hopes for rich and jnenerous fruit, 
When what Chould feed the tree, devours the root i 
Th* unladen iMmghs, he iecs, hode certain dearth, 
XJnlefs trinfplanted to more kindly earth. 
So, the poor hufl>ands of the ftage, who found 
Their lahours loft upon ungrateful groond. 
This laft and only remedy have prov'd; 
And hope new Iruit from ancient ftocks remov'd. 
"Well may they hope, when you Co kindly aid. 
Well plant a fi>il which you Co rich have made. 
As. Nature gave the world to man*s firft age. 
So from your bounty we receive this ftage $ 
The freedom man was bom to, you've reftor*d. 
And to our world fuch plenty you afibrd, 
Jt icenu like Bden, fruitful of its own accord. 
But (incc in paradife frail flcfh gave way, 
And when but two were made, both went aftray ; 
Forbear your wonder and the fault forgive, 
If In our larger family we grieve 
One falling Adam, and one tempted Eve. 
We who remain, woiild gratefully repay 
What our endeavours can, and bring, this day. 
The firft-fruit offering of a virgin play. 
We hope there's fomcthing that may pleafe each tafte, 
And though of homely fare we make the feaft. 
Yet you will find variety at leaft. 
There's humour, which for chearful friends we got» 
And for the thinking party there's a plot. 
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WcWe fomethlog tod, to gratify ill nature, 

(If there be any here) and that is fatire. 

Though iatire fcarce dares grin, 'tis grown Co mild| 

Or only fhews its teeth as if it fmird. 

As afles thiftles, poets mumble wit, 

And dare not bite, for fear of being bit. 

They hold their pens, as Twords are held by fools. 

And are afraid to ufe their own edge-tools. 

Since the Plain-Dealer*s fcenes of manly rage, 

Kot one has dar'd to laih this crying age. 

This time, the poet owns the bold effay. 

Yet hopes there's no ill-manners in his play : 

And he declares by me, he has defign*d 

Affiront to none, but frankly fpeaks his mind. 

And ihou'd tb* eofuing fcenes not chance to hit, 

He offers but this one.excufe, 'twas writ 

before your late cscouragcmcnt of wit. 



I 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



Dramatis Perfona. 



M E- N. 

Sif Sampson Legend^ father! 
to Valentine and Ben, J 

Valentine, fallen under his"p 
father*? difpleafure i)y his ex- C 
pcnfive way of living, in bvc C 
with Angelica, ' J 

Scandal, his friend, a free 7 
fpeakcr, * i 

Tattle, a half-witted bcau,l 
Tain of his amours, yet va- r 
luing himfclf for feCrcfy^ J 

Be N, Sir Sampfon's younger fon,"^ 

^ half home-bred, and half Tea- C 
bred, defigncd to marry MlfsT 
Pru?, P 

^Foresight, an illiterate old 
fellow, peevifli an^ pofitive, 
fuperftiiious, and pretending 
to undcrftand aftrology, pal- 
niftry, phyfiognomy, omens, 
dreams, &c. uncle to Ange- 
lica, 

Jeremy, fervant to Valentine, 

TRAPiAND,a fcrivcner, 

Buckram, a Jawyer, 



Mr Undiahill. 
Mr Betterton. 
Mr Smith. 

Mf BOWM Alfr 

Mr DOGGET* 

> Mr Sandpors'. 



Mr Bowsir. 
Mr Triffusi»; 

Mr FREEMAlf. 



WOMEN. 



;'ht.7 



i^ KG E Lie A, niece to Forefight/ 

of a confiderablc fortune '" 

her own hands, 
Mrs Foresight, fecond wife 7 

to Forcfight, J 

Mrs Frajl, fiftcr to Mrs Fore-") 

fight, a woman of the town, 3 
Mifs Prue, daughter to Fore-' 

fight by a former wife, a filly j 

aukward country girl, 
Nurfc to Mifs, 
Jenny, 

A Steward, Officers, Sailors and fevcral Servant*. 
The S c E N £ in L aN D O K. 



MrsBRACEGlRDLE- 

Mrs BowMlw. 
Mrs Barrt. 

Mrs Atliff. 

Mrs Leigh. 
Mrs LAWS OK. 
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LOVE for LOVE. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 



YAX£MTINE in hh Chamher reading, JlREMt 

nvaitinim 

Sexersl Bttks up^n the 9abie, v-J 

Tal S N T X N I. 

Jeremy! 
Jer. Sir. 
VaL Here, take away ; Fff walk a turn, and dt* 
geft what t have read. 

Jer, You'll grow deviIKh fat upon tkis paper diet. 

l^fiJef and taking aivaj the hooks* 

Vol. And d'ye hear, go you to breakfaft— There's a 
j>age doubled down in £pi«5tetus, that is a feafl for aa 
Emperor. 

, Jer* Was £pi<5tetus a real cook, or did he only write re- 
ceipts ? 

VaL Read, read, firrah, and refine your appetite; leara 
t<> Hve upon inftru<Stion ; feaft your mind, axid mortify 
your fleih ; read, and take your nourifhment in at your 
eyes ; Hiut up your mouth, and chew the cud of undes-^ 
ftanding; (6 Epldlctus advifes. 

Jer* O Lord I 1 have heard much of kim, when I 
waited upon a gentleman at Cambridge ; pray what wm 
that Epidkctus ? ^ 

Vak A very rich xaaa— — -not worth a groatt 
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Jfr, Humph, and fo he .has made a very fine feafl whete 
there it nothing to be eaten ? 

Val. Yes. 

Jer, Sir, y:oa*rc a gentleman, and probably under(tand 
this fine feeding; but if you plcafe,- I had rather be at 
teatd-wages. Docs your Epidletus, or your Seneca here^ 
or any of theft poor rich rogues, teach you how to pay 
your debts without money? Will they (hut up the mouths^ 
of your .Creditors ? Wili Plato be bail for you ? 6r Dio- 
genes, becaufe he undcrftands confinement, and Iiv*d in ar 
tub, go to prifbn for you ? *Slife, Sir, what do you mean I 
to mew.yourfelf up here with three qr four mufty books,, 
in commendation of ftarving and poetry. 

Val. Why, Sirrah, I have no money, you know it;- andJ 
therefore refclve to rail at all that have; and in that I but 
^ follow the examples of the wifcft and wit tied men in all 
ages ; thefe poets "and philofophers whom you naturally 
hate, for jud fuch another reaTon, becaufe they abound ia- 
knCc, and you arc a fool. 

Jer, Ay, Sir, I am a tool, I know it ; and yet. Heaven 

help me, I*m poor enough to be a wit but I was always 

a fool, when I told you what your expences would bring 
you to ; your coaches and your liveries, your treats and 
your balls ; your being in love with a lady, that did not 
care a farthing for you in your profpcrity ; and keeping 
company with wits, that .car*d for nothing -but your pro- 
fpcrity, and now when you are poor, hate you as much at 
they do one another. 

Val. Well, and now I am poor, I have an opportunity 
to be revenged, on them alV; Til pnrfue Angelica with 
more love than ever, and appear more notoriouily her ad- 
mirer in this reftraint, than when I openly rival*d the rich 
fops that made court to her; fo fliall my poverty be a 
mortification to her pride, and. perhaps make her compa(^ 
iionate the love, which has principally reduced me to this 
lownefs of fortune. And for the wits, Vm furc I am in a 
conditioo to be even with them ■ " 
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Jt-r. Nay, your condidon is pretty even with theirs, 
that's the truth on't. 

VaL 1*11 take feme of their trade out of their bands, 

Jer. Now heaven of mercy continue the tax upon paper 1 
you don't mean to write ! 

VaL Yes, I do; I'Jl write a play. 

Jer, Hem! — Sir, if you plta/e to give me a fmall certifi- 
-cateof three lines — only to certify thofc whom it may con- 
cern, that the bearer hereof, Jcreniy Fetch by namci has 
for the fpace of fcvcn years, truly and faithfully ierved 
Valentine Legend, lifq; and that he is not now turned 
away for any miiclemeanour, but does voluntarily difmiit 
his mafler from any future authority over him j 

Val. No, firrah, you fhall live with me ftilL . ^ 

Jer, .^ir, *tis impofiible — I may die with you, ftarve with 
70U, or be damn*d with your works; but to live, even 
three days, the life of a play, 1 no more ezpe(^ it, than to 
be canonized for a mufc after my decease. 

Va!. You are wiity, you rogue, I fliall want your help; 
I'll have you learn to make couplets, to tag the end of a£ls, 
d'ye hear ; get the maids to crambo in an evening, and 
learn the knack of rhyming, you may arrive at the height 
X)f a fong feut by an unknown hand, or a diocolate-houfe 
lampoon. 

Jer. But, Sir, is this the way to recover your father's fa- 
vour ? Why, ' ir Sampiun will be irreconcilable. If your 
younger brother (liould come from fea, he'd never look 
upon you again. You're undone. Sir, you're ruin'd, you 
ivon't have a friend left in the world if you turn poec 
Ah, confound that Will's cofreehoufe, it has ruined more 
youBg men than the Royal Oak lottery — nothing thrives 
that belongs to't. The man of the houfc would have been 
an alderman by this time with half the trade, if he had 
fct up in the city. For my part, I never fit at the door, 
that r don't get double the ftomach that I do at a horfe- 
race The air upon Banftead downs is nothing to it for a 
whettcr ; yet I never fee it, but the fpii it of famine ap- ■ 
pears to me, fomeiimes like a decay 'd porter, worn out 
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yrith pimping, and carryiag billets-doux and fonos ; not 
like other porters for hire, bat for the jcft's iakc. Now 
like a tbiti cftairman, melted down to half his proportioa» 
with carrying a poet upon tick, to vidt foroe great fort«nc«. 
and his fare to be paid him like the wages of fin, cither at 
the day of marriage, or the day of death. 
VaL Very weM, Sir; can you proceed ? 
• Jer. Sometimes like a bilk'd bookftllcr, with a meagre 
terrified countenance, that looks as if he had written for 
himfelf, or were refolv'd to turn author, and biing the reft 
of his brethren into the fame condition. And laftly, in 
tbe form of a worn-out punk, with vcrfes in her baud, 
which her vanity had preferred to fcttlcments, without a 
whole tatter to her tail, but as ragged as one of the mufcs; 
or as if (lie were carrying her linen to the paper-mill, to 
be converted into folio books, of warning to all young 
maids, not to prefer poeCry to good fcnfc, or lying in the 
arms of a needy wit, before the embraces of a. wealthy 
fool. 

S C E N E II. 
VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY.^ 

Scan, What, Jeremy holding forth ? 

Val The rogue has (with all the wit he could mufter 
np) been declaiming againfl wit. 

Scan. Ay? why then I'm afraid Jeremy has wit: f«W 
wherc-^ver it is, *tis always contriving its own ruin. 

Jer, Why, fo I have been telling my maflp r, Sir ; Mr 
Scandal, for Heaven's fake, Sir, try if you can difluadc 
him from turning poet. 

Scan. Poet ' he (hall turn foldier firft, and rather depend 
tspon the outfidc of his head, than the Hning. Why, what 
the devil ! has not your poverty made you enemies enough I 
muft you needs flicw your wit to get more ? 

Jer, Ay, more indeed; for who cares for any body that 
has more wit than himfelf ?. 
2 



d by Google 



. Scan, Jetemj fpeakf Uke «o «raclt. Don't you fee how 
wortblcfs great men, and duti rich rogues, avoid a witty 
man of fmall fortune ? Why* he looks like a writ of en- 
quiry into their titles and eftates; and Teems oommiifion'd 
by Heav^'n to feizcihe bettejc half. 

VaL Therefore I would rail in my writings, and be re- 
Tenged. 

&an. Rail I at whom ? the whok world ? Impotent and 
▼ain ! who would die a martyr to fenfc in a country where 
the religion is folly ? yon may (land at bay for ^ while ; 
but when the full <ry is againd yon, you {han*t have fair 
play for your life. If you can't be fairly run down by the 
hounds, you will be treacheroufly fhot by the hunt^eo. 
No, turn pin\p, flatterer, quack, lawyer, parfon, be chap- 
lain to an atheift, or ftallion to an^d woman,^any thing 
%ut poet ; a modern poet is worle, more iervile, timorous, 
■and fawning, than any I have nam'd : without yoa 
could retrieve the ancient honours of the name, recall the 
ftage of Athens, and bealtow'd the force of open honed 
fiitirc. 

VaL You arc as mveierate agaioft our poets, as if your 
ehara/^r had been lately eipofed upon the (lage^— — Nay, 
I am not violently bent upon the trade. — [One knoch.] Je- 
lemy, fee who^s there. [Jer. ^oes to the door.] Bat tell me 
what you would have me do ? What does the world fay 
tff me, and my forc'd -confinement ? 

&tfjf. The world behaves itfcif, as it ufes to do on 
Ibme oc<;afions; fomc pity you, and Condemn your fa- 
ther ; <ytbers excufe him and blame you ; only the ladies 
are merciful, and wifh you well; fince love and pleafur- 
ablc expence have been your greateft 'faults. 

[Jeremy returns, 

Val, How now? 

Jer, Nothing new, Sir; I have difpatchcd fome half a 
dozen dons with as much dexterity as a hungry judge 
does cauies at dinner-time. 

Val. What aniwer have you given *em ? 

^an. Patience, I fuppofe, the old receipt. 

Vol. I. S ^ 
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Jtr, No fakh. Sir; I have pat 'em off fo long with pa- 
tieacc aod forbeoraoce, aod oth^r fair words/ that 1 wat 
lbrc*d now to tell *em in plain downri^t Engliih— * 

VtL What ? 

Jer. That they (hould be paid 

Vat, When ? 

Jer, To-monow. 

VaL And how the devil do you mean to keep your 
word? 

JiT. Keep it? not at all; it has been fo very much 
ftretch'dt that I reckon it Vill break of courfe by tO'inor* 
IDW, and no body be farpri^ at the matter — [Knocking.l 
Again ! Sir, if you don*c like my negodation, will you he 
pleas*d to anfwcr theft yourftlf ? 

Val See who they arc. 

SCENE in. 

VALENTINE, SCANDAL. 

VaL By this. Scandal, you may fee what it is to be 
great ; fecretaries of ftate, preiidcnts of the council, and 
generals of the army lead jaft fixch a life as I do ; hvrr 
juft fuch crouds of vifitants in a morning, all foliciting of 
paft promifcs; which are but a civiller fort of duns, that 
lay claim to voluntary debts. 

Scan, And you, like a true great man, having engaged 
their attendance, and promiied more than ever you in- 
'tended to perform, are more perplexed to find evafionft 
than you would be to Invent the honeft means jof keeping 
your word, and gratifying your creditors. 

Vcl. Scandal, learn to fpare your friends, and do not* 
provoke your enemies : this liberty of your tongue will ooc 
day bring a eonfinement on your body, my friend. 

SCENE IV. 

yAt.ENTlNE, SCANDAL, JEREMY. 
Jer, O Sir, there'* Trapland the fcriyeoier, with two 
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fiifpiciotts fellows like lawful pads, tbat would knock a 
pksat down with pocket tipftaves-^and there's jnut fathecV 
lleward, and the nnrfe with one of yoar childTen fron 
Twitnam. 

. Vol. Pox on her, cou*d (be find no other time to flin^ 
my fins in my face ? here, give her this, [Gives money,] and 
bid her trouble me no moi'e; a thoughtkfs, two-handed 
whore, {he knows ray condition well enough, and might 
Have overlaid the child a fortnight a^» if (he had had any 
forecaft in her. 

Scan, What, is it bouncing Mftrgery whh my godfon i 
. Jer. Yes, Sir. 

S(an. My blelfing to the boy, with this token [Gjves mo* 
0ey,'\ of my love. And d'ye hear, bid Margery put more 
fiocks in her bed, (hift twice a wedc, and not work fb hard 
that Hie may not fmell To vigoroully. I iliall take the air 
ihortly. 

Val Scandal^ don't fpoil my boy's milk: bid Trapland 
•come iq. If I can give that Cerberus a fop, I (hall be as 
xcft for one day. 

SCENE V. 

VALENTINE, SCANDAL, TRAPLAND, JE- 
REMY. 

Viil O Mr Trapland! my old friend ! welcome; Jeremy, 

-a chair quickly ; a bottle of iack and a toaft fly a 

chair firft. 

Ttap, A good morning to you, Mr Valentine, and to yois 
Mr Scandal , « 

Scan, The morning's a very good' morning, if you don't 
/poil it. ' , - . 

Val, Come fit down, you know his way. 

Trap. Tf/J.j There is a debt, Mr Valentine, of fifteen 
hundred pounds of pretty long (landing ^ 

Val, 1 cannot talk about bufiacfs with a thirdy palate. 
Sirrah, the fack. 

Trap, And I defirc to know what courfe you have taken 
fox the payment ? 
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Val. Faith and troth, I am faeavtilf glad to fee you— — 

my fcrvice to you fill, fili» to honed Mr Trapla«d^ 

ittller. 

Trap Hold, fwcctheart— this is not our bufine fs 
ny fervice to yon, Mr ScandaI«--[X>t«Ai.]— I luive forborn 
as long— 

Val, T'otM glafs, and then wc'U talk— fill, Jeremy. 

Trap. No more, in truth 1 have forborn, I fay— • 

VaU Sirrah, fiU when I bid yon -and how does your 

handfome daughter I Come,L a good hun>and to her. 

[Drinki^ 

Trap. Thank you — I have been out of this money 

VaL Drink firft. Scandal, -why do you not drink ? 

[Tbtydnak 

Trap,' And in {horr, I ean be put oflTno longer. 

Val. 1 was much obliged fo yoa. for youv fupply : it di4 
me iignal iervice in my necelfity. But yon delight ia doing 
good — Scandal, drink to me, my friend Trapland's health, 
An. honeftcr man livcs^ not, nor one mote ready to fevre 
his friend in diilrefs ; though I fay it to his face. Come,, 
fill each man his glafs. 

Scan. What, I know Trapland has been a whoremaftef^^ 
and loves a wench (Ull. You never knew a whoremaflcr^ 
that was not an honeft feUow! 

' Trap. Vjt Mt Scandal^ you never knew— 

Scati, What, don't i know ?— ^1 know the buxom black 
widow in the Poultry — eight hundred pound a-year, joii»» 
ture, and two thoufand pound in money. ' Ahah ! old Trapw 

Val. Say you fo, i'faith ? come, wcMl remember the 
widow ^ I know whereabouts you are ; come, to the wi^ 
dow— 

Trap* No more, indeed. 

VaL What, the widow'p health; give it him— !— offwrth 
It ; ITbey drink.] A lovely girl, i'faith, black iparkling eyes-, 
foft pouting ruby lips; better iealing there, than a bond 
for a million, ha ! 

Trap. No, no, there's no fuch thing, wc*d better mind 
our bufinefs you're a wag. 
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Ftff. Ne faith, wtMl mind the wWow's bufincfs, fill a- 

gain ^pretty round heaving brcafts, a Barbary fhape, 

and a jut with her bum, would iVir an anchorite ; and the 
prettied foot! Oh, if a man could but fallen his eyes to* 
'her feet, as they fteal in and out, and play at bo-peep un- 
der her petticoats; ah, Mr Trapland ? 

Trap, Verily, give me a gUfs — you're a wag-*and here's 
to the widow. iDrinkf^ 

Scan. He begins to chuckle i^*ply him dofe, or hc'U le- 
lapfe int^ a dun^. 

s c E. N E vr. 

ITo thfm2 OFFICER. 

OJT' By y<>nr leave, gentlemen, — Mr TrapFand, if we 
Bluff do ovif office, tell us— we have half a dozen gentle- 
men to arrcft in Pall-mall and Covent-garden ; and if we 
dbn*t make hade, the chaiiimen will be abroad, and block 
up thechocolate-houics, and then our labour's lofl. 

Trap. Udfo, that's true. Mr Valentine, I love mirth, 
but bufincfs muft be done ; are you ready to— — 

Jer. Sir, your father's ftcward fays he comes to make 
pTopofals concerning your debts. 

VaL Bid him come in ; Mr Traplaad, fend away your 
officer, you ihall have an anfwer preiently.r 

Tra^. Mr Snap> ftay within calir 

SCENE VII. 

y ■ 

VALENTINE, SCANDA U/TTi A PL A N D. J E- 
R £ M Y, STEWARD, 'ioJtt^Jif/pers Valentine. 

Scan. Here's a dog now, y'tralfor in his wine ;— firrah, 
fefund the fackj Jeremy, J^ubs him fomc warm water, or 
I'll rip up his ftomach,.5tj|jjgil^1ie fliorteft way to his con- 
Icicnce. ' <*• > 

Tra^. Mr Scandal, you are uncivil; 1 did not value 
S3' 
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your (ack; but yoo cannot expc^ k again, when I have 
drunk it. 

Scan, And hinvf do yon czpcA to hare yoa> money Br 
£ain, when a gentleman luu fpent it ? 

Ka/. You need lay no more, I undcrftand the oonditionff. 
they are very hard, but my necei&ty i» very preifiog; I 
agree to *em. Take Mr Trapland with^you* tfnd let him 
draw the writing — Mr Trapland, you know this man; he 
ihall fktisfy you. 

Trap. Sincerely, I am loth to be thus prefling, but my 
ncccffity 

VaL No apology, good Mr Scrivener, you ihall be paid. 

Tiap, I hope you forgive me, my bufiners require s 

SCENE VIII. 
VALENTINE, SCANDAL. 

Scan, He begs pardon like a hangman at an execution^ 

VaL But I have got a reprieve. 

Scan* I am forpriz^d ; what, does your father relent ? 

Vaf, No; he has fent me the hardeft conditions in the 
world ; you have heard of a booby brother of mine, that 
ti-as Tent to Tea three years ago ? This brother, my father 
hears is landed; whereupon he very afledlionaxely fends 
itie word, if I will make a deed of conveyance of my right 
to his eftate after his death, to my younger brother, he* 
will immediately furnifh me with four thouiand pound to 
pay my debts, and make my fortune. This was once 
propos*d before, and I rcfuft*d it ; but the prefent impa- 
tience of my creditors for their money, and my own -impa- 
tience of confinement, and abfence from Angelica, force me 
toconfent. 

Scan, A very defperate demon (Ira tion of your love t© 
Angelica ; and I think ilie has never given you any aifur- 
ance of hers. 

Val. You know lier temper, fhe never gave me any great 
reafon citber for hope or dcipair. 
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Seen, Women of her airy temper, at they feldom thiide 
before they adk, fo they rarely give us any light to gucft at 
<vhat they mean: but yon have little feafoD to believe that 
a woman of this age, who has had an iadifierence for yon ia 
your profperity,:,wiU fall in love with your ill-fortane ; bc- 
fides, Angelica has i great fortune of her own; and great 
forcuaci either. expe^ another great fortune, or a fool* «, 

S C E N.E IX. . 

ZTo thml JEREMY. 

Jcr. More misfortune, Sir. 
Vah What, another dun ? 

Jer. No, Sir, but Mr Tattle is come to wait upon yoo.^ 
VaL Weil, 1 can't help it,— you muft bring him up| 
be knows 1 don't go abroad. » 



S C £ N £ X. 
VALENTINE, SCANDAL. 

Scan. Pox on him. 111 be gone. 

VaL No, pr*ythcc ftay : Tattle and you fhould nercr 
be afunder : you are light and fhadow, and fhew one an« 
other; he is perfe^ly thy revcrfc both in humour and un« 
derftanding ; and^ as you fet up for defamation, he is a 
mender of reputations. 

Scaa» A mender of reputations ! ay, juft as he ' is ^a 
keeper of iecrets, another virtue that he fets up* for in 
the fame manner. For the rogue will fpeak aloud in the 
pofture of a whifper ; and deny a woman's n^me, while 
he gives you the marks of her perfon : he will forfwear 
receiving a letter from her, and at the fame time ihew you 
her hand in the fuperfcription ; and yet perhaps he has 
V counterfeited the hand too, and fworn to a truth ; but he 
hopes not to be believed i and refufcs the reputation of a 
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lady's favour, as aDoaor fays. No, to a bifliopric, onljr 

that it may be granted him -^ ^^In fliort, be is a public 

jMPofciTor of (bcTccy, and makes procUuBation tkat bcboIcU 
j>rivatte intelligence. — He's here. 

SCENE xr. 

^Totheml TATTLE. 

Tat, Valentine, good morrow ; Scandal, I am youri^ 

- — That is, when you fpcak well of me. 

Scatt.ThsiX. is, when I am yours ; for while I am my owa^ 
or any body*9 clfe, that will never happen* 
Tat. How inhuman! 

Val Why, Tattle, you need not be much eoncemed at 
any thing that he fays : for to converfe with Scandal, is to 
play Lofing Loadum ; you muft lofe a good name to him, 
before you can win it for yourfelf. 

Tat, But how barbarous that is, and how unfortunate 
for him, that^ the world (halt think the better of any 
perfon for his calumniation ! — I thank Heay*n, it has al- 
ways been a part of my charadHer, to handle the reputa- 
tion of others very tenderly indeed. 

Scan. Ay, fuch rotten reputations as you have to deal 
"t^ith, are to be handled tenderly indeed. 

Tat. Nay, but why rotten? Why {houM yott^y, rot- 
ten, when you know not the perfons of whom you fpcak ? 
How cruel that is ! 

Val Not know 'em ? Why, thou n^er hadft to do with 
any body that did not (link to all the town. 

Tat. Ha, ha, ha; nay, now you make a jcft of it indeed. 
For there is nothing more known, than that nobody knows 
any thing of the nature of me. As I hope to be favM, Va- 
lentine, 1 never expos 'd a woman, fiace 1 knew what wo- 
man was. 
Val And yet' you hare convcrsM with feveral. 

Tat, To be free with you, I have 1 don't cate 

If I o^n that— Nay more (I'm going to fay a bold wor^ 
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ftow) T BCTcr could mcddte with a woman that had to do 
ivich any b ody elfc. 

Sean* How ! 

Val Nay, faith» Tm apt to believe htm— — Sicept het 
huiband, Tattle. 

Tat. Oh, that 

Scan, What think yoo of that noble eommoner Mit 
Drab ? 

Tai, Pooh, I know Madam Drab has made her bragt 
in three or four places, that I faid this and that, and writ 
to her, and did I know not what~-— But apon my repu- 

tion, (he did me wrong Well, well, that was malice*— 

But I know the bottom of it. She was brib'd to that l^ 

one we all Igiow A man too. Only to bring me into 

diigrace with a ceruin woman of quality. 

Scan. Whom we all know. 

Tat^ No matter for that Ye», yes, every body 

knows No doubt on*t, every body knows my feerets— 

But I ibon fatis^cd the Lady of my innocence ; for I told 
her— »— Madam, fays I, there are fome pcrfons who make 
it their bufinefs to tell (lories, and fay this and that of 6ne 
and t'other, and every thing in the worlds and, fays I, if 
your Grace 

Scan- Grace !. 

Tat, O Lord, what have I faid ? My unlucky tongue! 

VaL Ha, ha, ha. 

Scan, Why, Tattle, thou haft more impudence than one 
ean in reaibn ezpedk : I ihall have an efteem for thee, wcll| 
and ha, ha, ha, well, go on, and what did you iay to her 
Grace ? 

VaL I Gonfefs this is ibmetbing extraordinary. 

Tilt, N(5t a word, as I hope to be favM ; an arrant U^ 
fus /<>if «4— — Come, let's talk of fomething elfe. 

Val, Well, how did you acquit yonrCelf ? 

Tat, Pooh, pooh, nothing at ail, 1 only rally'd with 

you a woman of ordinary rank was a little jealous of 

me, and I told her fomething or other, faith — I knowuiot 
what-*CoiftC, let's talk of fomething elfe. [Humiafong. 
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$can, Haogbim, let hkn alaitc, be b«««m'iAd welhoal^ 
enquire. ■ ' - 

Tat, Valentine, I Aipp*d- lad ntght with your miftrefs^ 
«od her ubde old For^fifht : I tliink your father lyei at 
ForciightV ' 

Val Yes. 
, *rat. Upon ray foul,- Angelica's a &nt woman— ^And ^ 
fo is Mrs f orelight, and her fifter Mrs F^raif. 

Sun. Yes» Mrs Fraiiis a Tcry fine wimtaiiy we all know 
her. . • . 

. Tat, Oh, that is not fair. . . • " 
. Scan, What ? - \ . ' * 

Tat* To tell. \ 

« 5ftfff. To tell what? Why, what do you.]pnow of Bilrf 
Frail? \ . v.*. 

Tat', Whoi'I? Upon ray honoiir I don't knowvbethcr 
ihe be a Ofvin w woman ; 'but by the fmootbncfs of bet 
chin, and rouiidnefs of her^ips. 
- S'citn: No ! 
•• Ttf/. No. 

Scan, She iays othcrwlfe* 

Tat, Impoflible! 

Scan^ Yes faith. Aik Valentine' elfe. 

Tot, Why thcn.Nas I hope to be fav*d, I believe a 
woman only ablij^es a man to ieccecy^t * that ihe may have 
the pleafurie pf telling hcrfdf. 

S.an, No doubt on't. Well, but has fiie done you 
.wrong, or no ? You have had her ? Ha? 

Tat. Tho' I have more honour than to tell firft^ 
I have more manners than to contradiiSt what a lady baa 
declared. 

Scan. Well, yon own it ? - ' 

Tat, I am ftrangely furprisM ? Yes, yes, I can't deny't«. 
if (he taxes me with it. 

Scan, She'U be here by and by, ihe fees VakntilXC ercry 
inorniog 
. Tut, How? 
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VaL She does me the fanreur— •! mean of a rifit ibihc- 
times. I did'om think £he had granted moi^ to any-body* 

Sca»^ Nor J, faith — But Tattle does not ufe to belie a 
Hdjr ; it is C9Dtrai>y to ht« chara<Stcr^— How one may be 
<leoeiv*d in a woman, Valentihe ! 

Tat, Nay, what do you mean, jentlcBien ? 
^ Sean,' I'm refolv'd 1*11 a(k her. 

• Tat, O barbarous,! Why, did you not tell mc ? ■ ■ 

&:«». Nd^you'told/us. 

Tat. And bid me a(k Valentine ? 

VmI. What did 1 fiijr? I hope you won*t brtn^ me to eon* 
•fefs an anfw$r, wheB^you never afk*d me the queTlion ? 

Tatf But, gentlemen, tills is tiie moft inhuman proceed- 
ing , 

VaL Nay> if you liave Jml>wn Scandal thu5 long, and 
/canEU>t avoid fuch a palpable decoy as this was'i the ladies 
hMC a fine time, whoTe reputations are in your keeping. 

SCENE XH. . ; 

ITethem^ JEKEMY.. 

Jer. Sir, Mrs Frail has Tent to know if you axc Air- 
«ing. , 

Val, Shew iier up .when (he comes. • - 

SCENE XIIL 
VALENTINE, SCANDAI., TATTLE, 

Tflf. IMlbegone. 

i^al. You'H meet her. 

Tat. Is there not a back xray ? 

Val. If there were, you have more difcretion than tOi 
give Scandal fuch an advantage ; why, your running away 
will prove all that he can tell her. ■ 

Tat. Scandal, you will not be fo ungenerous.— -l), I 
ihall lofe my reputation of fecrecy for ever— — I (hall 
sever be receiv'd but upon public days ; and my vilits will 
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never be admitted beyosd a drawiag-ffoom : I fliall oevct 
fee a bed-chamber again, ncrcr be lock'd in a dofet, nor 
run behind a ikreen, or onder a table; never be difiin- 
gni(h*d among the wailing-womeo by the saoie of traftf 
Mr TaUlc more — ^You will not be fo cruel. 

Vai, Scaodsil, have pitjr on him s he'll yidd to any con* 
ditiotts. 

Tat. Anj] any t«iint. 

Sran, Come then, iacrifice half a doaen women of good 
reputation to me ftrcfently-— :p— <k>me, where are you fa* 
miliar- ? ■ A nd fee chat they at« women of quality too« 
the firft quality ' 

Tat, *Ti8 very hard— Won't a baronet's kdy pa& I 
• Scan. No, nothing under a right honourable. 

Tat. O inhuman ! yon don't espei6k their names ? 

Scan. No, their titles iliall ferve. 

Tat, Alas, that's the iame thing : pray fpare me theif 
titles ; I'll dcfcribc their pcrfons^ 

Scan. Well, begin then : but take notice, if you are fb 
ill a painter, that 1 cannot know the perfon by your pic* 
tnxe of her, you muft be condemn'd, like other bad paiii* 
tcrs, to write the name at the bottom. 

Tat. Well, &tfk then 

5 C B K E XIV. ' 
ZT§them2 Mn FRAIL. 

Tat. O unfortunate! ilie's come already; will you have 
patience 'till another time— I'll double the number. 
- Scan. Well, on that condition — Take heed you don^t 
fail me. 

Mrs FralL I fliall get a fine reputation, by coming 
to {ee fellows in a morning. Scandal, you devil, are yoi| 
here too ? Oh Mr Tattle, every thing is fafe with you we 
know. 

Scan. Tattle. 

Tau Mum — O Madam, you do me too much honour. 
a 
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K^/. Wdi, Lady galloper, how doe« Angcliai? 

Mrs FraiL Angelica? manners! 
' Val» What, you will allow an abfcnt lover—*- 

Mrs FraiL No, fU allow a lover prefent with his mi* 
ilfef^ to be paTticiriar«-~— But otherwise I t^iokhis palfioa 
t>ttght to give place to his maoDers. 

VaL But what if he has more pafTion than manners ? 

Mrs FraU, Then let him marry and reform* 

'Val Marriage indeed may -qualify the fury of hi^ pa^Soa, 
bttt it very rarely mends. a man's manners. 

Mrs Frail You are the moft miftaken in the world; 
there is no ereature perfe<5lly civil, but a hu/hand. For 
in a little time he grows -only rude to his wife, ^ind that 
is the higheft good -•breeding, for -it begets his civility to 
other peofrte. Well, I'll tell you news; but I fuppofc 
you hear your brother Benjamin is landed. And my bro- 
ther Forefi^it's daughter is come out of the country-. - 
I alTure you there's a match talk'd of by the old people—. 
Well, if he be butas great a fea-beaft, as (lie is a land- 
. monfter, we Hiall have a mod amphibious breed— —The 
progeny will be all otters ; he has been bred at fea, and 
flie has never been out of the country. 

. VaL Pox take *«m, their conjun<5ltoB bodes me no good» 
Vm fure. 

Mrs Frail Now you talk of conjun;Stion, my brother 
Forcfight has caft both their nativities, and prognofticates 
an admiral and an eminent juftice of the peace to be the 
iffue male of the two bodies ; 'tis* the moft fuperflitious 
old fool ? he would have perfuaded me, that this was an 
unlucky day, and wou'd not let me come abroad ;' but I 
invented a dream, and fent him to Arteroidorus for in- 
terpretation, and fo ftolc out to fee you. Well, and 
vrhat will you give me now ? come, I miift have fomc-» 
thing. 

Fai. Step into the next room — a nd Til give you 

fomeching. 

Scan, Ay, we'll all give you fomething. 

Mrs Frail Well, what will you all give me ? 

VoL.L T 
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V}1. Mtne*fi a fccrct. 

Mrs FrmL I thouf ht yotx woold give me Something tlut 
•roulJ be a trouble to yoa to keep. 

r.i\ And Scandal (liall give you a good same. 

Mr« Friiif. That's more than he haa for himfelf. And 
what will yoir give mc, Mr Tattle ? 

Tat. I r my foul, Madam. 

Mrs Frail. Pooh, no, [thank ytm, l-'havc enough to do 
to take c/re of my o^p. Wei! ; but 1*11 come and fee 
you one of thefe mornings : I hear you have a great many 
piiflurcs. 

Tet. ] have a pretty good colle<Slion at your fervtce» 
fomc originals. 

Sean. Hang him, he has nothing but the Seafbns and 
the Twelve Czfars, paltry copies ; and the Five Scnfes, 
as ill repr'efentcd as they are in himfelf; and he htmielf 
is the only original you will fee there* 
■ Mrs Frcil. Ay, but I hear he has a clofct of beauties. 

Scan, Yes, all that have done him favours, if you «iH 
believe him. 
* Mrs Frail Ay, let mc fee thofc, Mr Tattle. 

Tati Oh, Madam, thofc are facred to love and contem- 
plation. No man but the painter and myfclf was ever 
bleft with the fight. 

Mrs Frail. Well, but a woman 

Tat. Nor woman, *till flic consented to have her pi£hire 
tberc too — for then flic*s oblig'd to keep the fccrct. 

JS:afi, No, no ; come <o mc if you*d fee pi<Skures. 

Mrs Frail. You : 

S:an. Yes, faith, I can (hew you your own pi<5lure, and 
fnoft of your acquaintance to the life, and as like as at 
Kncllcr*8. 

Mrs FraiL O lying creature Valentine, d*cs not he 

lie .'-——I can't believe a word he fays. 

Val, No, indeed, he fpcaks truth now : for as Tattle 
has pi<^ures of all thkt have granted him favours, he has 
the piiSkurcs of all that have refus*d him : if fatires, dc- 
&ription8, chara<5tcr8, and lampoons arc pit^urcs. 
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Scan, Vcs, irinc arc moft in black and white— — ^n<l 
yet there arc fornc fet out in their *.ut ccloum, U)tb nv ii 
aod women. I can (lievv you pride, folly, ailcchitiua, 
\irautoane "s/ inconft^tncy, coVctouihi-fs, diliimiilatijii, nia- 
lice aud igoorance, all in one piLce. Iheu I caa ilicw 
you lying, foppery, vanity, cowardife, bra^j^iug, lechery, 
impotence and ugliaefs in aAOther piece; aad yet one of 
thcfc i» a celebrated beauty, and t'other a profcft beau. I 
kave paintings too, ibme pleaiant enough. 

Mrs FraiL Come, let's bear Vm. 

Scan. Why, ^I haTOi a beau in a bagnio, cupping for a 
complexion, and fweating for a fliape. 

Mrs Frail. So. 

Scati. Then I hare a lady burning brandy in a cellar 
with a hackney«coachman. 

Mrs FraiL O devil! Well, but.that ftory is n6t true. 

Scan. I have fome hieroglyphics too : I have a lawyer 
with a hundred hands, two heads, and but one face;, a 
divine with two faces, and one head ; and I have a foldicr 
with his Uraiiis in his belly, and his heart where his Kead 
iliou'd be. 

Mrs FraiL And no head 1 

Scan. No head. .. 

Mrs Fra/l. Pooh,,this is all invention. Have, you nc*ci 
a poet ? 

Scun. Yes, I have a poet weighing words, atid felling 
praifc for praife, and a critic picking his pocket. I have 
another large piece too, reprcfenting a fchool; where there 
are huge proportion d critics, with long wigs, Jac'd coats, 
Steinkirk cravats, and terrible faces; -ivith cai-calis i» 
their hands, aod horn-books about their necks. I have 
many more of this kind, very well painted, as you Qiall 
fee. 

Mrs FraiL Well, I'll come, if it be but to difprovc you. 



Ta 
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SCENE* XA* 
j[T9 tiumy J Z n E M Y. 

Jtr, Sir» bere*8 the Qeward again from your father. 

Vil. V\\ come to htm ■ ■wiil you giye me leave ? ITt 
watt on you again preieatly. 

Mr« F. all. No, TU be gone. Come, who fqutres vuSi 
to the Exchange ? I muft call my fitter Foredght there« ' 

S^an^ 1 will : I have a mind to your fifler. 

Mrs Fratl. OtiI ! 

Tai. I will, becaufe I have a ten<ier for your Ladyfliipk 

Mrs FraiL Tliat*8 ibmewhatt&e better reafon^ to m]r 
opiaion. 

Scan, Wctt, if Tattte entertains you» I haw the better 
opportunity toenga^ your fitter.. 

Val Tell Aogelica, I am^ about nudcing hard coaditj<»K^ 
to come abroad, and be at liberty to fee her. 

Scan. I'll give an account of you, and your proceedings^ 
Xf iudifcretion be a iign of love, you are the moft a lovcc. 
of any body that i know : yon fancy that parting wiilx 

your ji^late will help you to your mittrefs In my miAii 

he is a chQugbtlefs. advent urcr» 

Who hopes to purchase wealth by fellmg land» 
Ur win a mittrei& with a lofin| hand- 

^CTH. SCENES 

A Rwm M Forefight^* Houfc 

ra&£ SIGHT and S£]IVANT^ 

FORZSIGHT* 

HE Y-D A Y ? what, are all the women of my famt^ 
abroad ? 1$ aot Qiy Wife comc hozizc .' nor my fittui^ 
BOX 2sy daughtcii 
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Serv, No, Sir. 

Fore. Mercy on us, what can be the meaning of it ? Sure 
the moon is in atl her fortitudes ; is my niece Angelica at 
home ? 

Serv, Yes, Sir. 

Fore. 1 belicTe you lie, Sir* 

Serv. Sir ? 

Fore. I fay you lie. Sir. It is tmpolSble that any- thing 
fhonld be as I would have it; for 1 was born. Sir, 
when the crab was afcending, and all my afTairs go baclb' 
ward.' 
• Serv, I can't tell indeed, Sir. 

Fore. No, 1 know you can't, Sir; bat I can tell, an4 
Ibrcieil, Sir. 

S C E N E IT. 

irc them2 NURSE. y 

Fore. Nurfe, wherc's your young miftrefs T 

Nurfe. Wce'ft heart, I know not, they're none af 'em 
come home yet. PcK>r child ! 1 warrant flic's fond (/ fee- 
ing the town Marry, pray Heaven, they ha' given l>ct 

any dinner Good lack-a-day, ha, ha, ha, O ftraoge ! 

ill vow and fwcar now, ha, ha, ha, marry, and did yod 
ever fee the like ! 

Fore. Why, how now, wHat*s the matter ? 

A'wr/u Pray Hcav'n, fcndyour worfliip good Fuck, marry 
and amen with all my heart, for you have put on cnc 
(locking with the wrong fide outward. 

Fore. Ha, how ? Faith and troth Pm fl ad of It, and fo 
Thave, that may l>c good luck in' troth, in troth it mar, 
Tcry good luck : nay, I have had foni'T omens : I got out 
ol btd bAckwards too this morning, wiihci't prr^mcdiia- 
tion ; pretty g^»od that too ;, tmt thtn I ftim'.hJcd coming 
down ftttirs, and met a v/eafcl ; Xyad omeiis thofe : fome 
bad, f<i:nc g<^<>d, our lives rtc rlie.-^/'crd : mirth and for- 
fow, want and pirnty, night and day, make up our time 
'^ — 3m in trv/th I am plca^d at wy flocking; very wcU 
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plcas*d at my AocliiDg— -Oh, hcre^t mj niece !*^tmlr, 
go u\\ ^ir Sampiba Legend 1*11 wait on bim if he*6 at lo- 
fiire,-— 'li» now thrx o'clock, a very good hour fot bofindi* 
Mercury govcrni tbii hoiv. 

S C £ K E TIT. 
ANGKLI€A» FORXSIGHT, NURSK 

jfr£. It it not a good boor for plcarfttse too, ttocle ? pray 
lead me your coach, mine is out of order. 

Fore, What, wGu'd yon be gadding too ? Sure all fc 
males are inad to^y-*— -It is of evil portent, and hodc9 
mifchief to the roaftcr of a family— I remember an old 
prophcfy written by Mcflahalah the Arabian, and tbu» 
tran/lated by a reverend Budting^iamfluite barcL , 

•« When houfcwifcs all the houfe forfakc,. 
•• And leave goodman to brew and bake^ 
•* Withottttn gnifc, then be it faJd, 
•* That houfe doth flond npon its head r 
•• And when tlic head is ffet fn grond» 
•* Ne oarl. If it be fruitful fond.'* 

yruitfol, the hea*f»nitfbl, that bodes horns ; the fit»rt of 
the head is horns— Dear niece, ftay at home— For by the 
head of the boufe is sxeant the httiband ; the propbcfy 
acsds no c»planatioo. 

At^, Well, but I can neither make yon a cnckoldr uncle, 
by going abroad; nor fecure yon fr»m being one, by ft^y" 
jng at .hom& 

Fort, Yes, yes- J while there's one woman !eft> the pro* 
phefy is npt in full force. 

Aug, B«t my jnclinations are in force ; I have a mind 
to go abroad; and if you won't lend me youf coach, 1*1* 
take a hackney, or a chair, an^ leave yjMi to crccfl a 
icheme, and find who*s in conjunction with yoiir wife. 
"Why don't you keep her at home, if you're jealous ol 
^f when ihie's abroad f Yon loiow my aunt i« a Uule rc- 
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nograde (as yoa call it) in her nature. Uncle, I'm afraid 
jott are not lord of the afcendant, ha, ha, ha ! 

Fjre. Well, jtU-flirt, you are very pert— and always lir 
4iculiog that cclcfltal fcieoce. 

Attg. Nay, uncle, doo*t be angry — If you are, I'll rip 
up all youf falfe propheiies, ridiculous dreams, and idle 
divinations. 1*11 fwear you are a nuifance to the neigh- 
bourhood— ——What a bu(llc did you keep againfl the 
laft inviiible -eclipfc, laying in provillon, as 'twere for a 
fiegc! What a world of fire and candle, matches and 
tinder-boxes did you purchafc ! One would have thought 
we were ever after to live under ground, or at leaft nift- 
king a voyage to Greenland, to inhabit .there all the dark 
leafon. 

Fore* Why, you malapert flut— 

Ang. Will you lend me your coach, or IMI go on ■ 

Nay, J*li declare how you prophclied popery was coming, 
only becaufe the butler had miflaid fome of the apoftle 
ipooos, and thought they were loft. Away went religioa 
and fpoonmeat together— Indeed, uncle, I'll indite you fof 
a wizard. 

Fore. How, hu^y ! was there ever fuch a provoking 
Biinx ! 

Nurfe. O merciful father, how ihe talks 1 

jtug. Yes, I can make oath of your unlawful midnight 
pratStlccs ; you and the old nurfe there . ■ 

Nurfe. Marry, Hcav*n defend — I at midnight pra<Elices ! 
Q lord, what*s here to do !— — I in unlawful doingi 

with my mafler*s worGiip ! Why, did you ever hear the 

like now ? — Sir, did ever I do any thing of your midnight 

concerns — but warm your bed, and tuck you up, and fct 

' the candle and your tobacco-box, and your urinal by you, 

and now and then rub the foles of your feet ? — O Lord^ 

Mg. Yes, I faw you together, through the key-hole 
of the dofct, one night, like Saul and (he witch of £n« 
^OT, turning the Geve and Hieers, and pricking youf 
thumbs, to write poor innocent fcrvaots names in bloody 
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about a little nutmeg-grater, which flic had forgot m th^ 

caudle-cup ^-Nay, I know fomething worfc, if I would 

^fyeak of it — 

Fore, I defy you, huffy ; but HI remember this> I'll be 
fcveog'd on you, cockatrice; 1*11 hamper yoKf,^—— You 
have your fortune in your own hands— hie I'll find li 
way to make your lover, your prodigal fpendAirift gallant, 
Valentine, 'pay for all, 1 wilU 

jing. Will you ? I care not, but all "fliall out thcn-x*— 
lookto't, nurfe ; I can bring witncfs that you have a great 
unnatural teat under your left arm, and he another; and- 
that you fuckle a young devil in the fliape of a tahby-cat» 
hy turns, I can. 

Nur/e, A teat, a teat, . T an unnatusal teat ! O the falfe 
flandcrous thing; feci, feci here, if I have any thing but 
like another Chriftian. {,^^yi«g» 

Fore. I will have patience, fincc it is the will of the 
ftar^ I fhould be thus tormented— —This is the effe<Sl of 
the malicious conjun(£tions and oppoQtions in the third 
houfe of my nativity ; there the curfe of kindred was fore- 
told — But I will have my doors lock'd up— I'll puniflb. 
you, not a man fliall enter nvy houfe. 

Attj. Do, uncle, lock *em up quickly before my auilt 
come home — You'll have a letter for alimony to-morrow 
mornihg — But let me be gone fii-ft, and then let no man- 
kind come near the howfe, but converfe Mrith fpirits and 
the ccledial figns, thebull, and the ram, and the goat» 
Blefs me ! there are a great many horned beads among 
the twelve figns, uncle. But cuckolds go to Heaven. 

Fore. But there's but one virgin among the twelve figns, 
Ipit-fire, but one vtrgin. 

j4ng. Nor tiiere had not been that one, if fli^had had 
to do with any thing but aftroloocrs, uncle. That makes 
my aunt go abroad* 

Forf. How ? how ? is that the renfon ? Cbrne* yoa- 
know fomcthing : tell me, and Til forgive yriu ;'da, good "" 

•niece— Come, you fliall have my ccach and horfc«? — 

faith and troth, you fliull — ^Doci nay wife coaiplaia ? 
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Gome, 1 know women tell one another She i« young 

and fanguine, has a wanton hazle eye, and was born un- 
der Gemini, which may incliac her to ibciety; (he ha» a 
mole upon her lip, with a moid pahs, axul an open Ube* 
rality on the mount of Venus. 

j^ng. Ha, ha, ha. 

Fore, Do you laugh ? Well, gentlewoman, I'll— Rut 

come, be a good girl, don*t perplex your poor uncle, tett 
»c- won*t you fpeak ? Odd, I'll 

S C E N E IV. 

lTtthem\ SERVANT. 

Set, Sir Sampfbn is coming down to wait upon yon— 

Aug, Good b'w'yc, uncle — Call me a chair, I'll 

iod out my aunt, and tell her, {he mud not come hornet 

Fore. Tm fo perplex'd and vcx'd, I am not fit to rc» 
ceivc him; I (hall icarce recover myfelf before the hour 
be paft : go, nurfe, tell Sir. Sampfun I'm ready to wait on 
bim. 

Nurfe, YcR, Sir. 

Fore, Well Why, if I was born to be a cuckoidi 

there's no more to be faid-r-he's here already. 

S c' E N E V. 

7 O R £ S I 6 H T and Sir » A M P S O N L B 6 E N O 'with S 
pi^pir. 

Sit Samp. Nor no more to. be done, old boy ; tKat*ft 
flain~«— here 'tis, I have it in my hand, old Ptolomee; 
1*11 make the ungracious prodigal know who begat him j 
I will, old Kodrodamus. What, I warrant my fun 
thought nothing belong'd to a father, but forgivenefs and 
affti^ion; no authority, no corredliaa, no arbitrarf 
power ; nothing to be done, but for him to oiTend, and 
noie to pardon, i warrant you, if he daoc'd till doomf- 
day, he thought I was to pay the piper. Well, but her<t 
it i» uador black and whitc« Sigaatumi Sigiilatum, and. 
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Ptl-lK'rntuM; that as foon a? my fan Benjamin Is arnv'd, 
he is to -nake over to him his right of inheritance 
Wh-re's vty daughter that is to be— hah' old Merlin! 
bod) o mc, I m fo glad Vm rcvcngM on this undutlful 
rogue. 

F„re. Odfo, let me fee; let mc fee the paper— Ay, 

faltff and troth* here 'tis, if it wiil but hold ; — I wifh 

things were done, and the conveyance made -Wbea 

was tills fign'd, what hour ? Odfo, you fliouM have coa* 
fultcd mc for the time. Well, but wc*li mafce haftc — 

Sir Sjfr.p. Kafte, ay, ay; haftc enough, my fon Bca 

will be in town to-night 1 have ordcr'd my lawyer 

to draw up writings of fettlcmcat and jointure— AH fliall 

be done to-night No matter for the time; pr*yihec, 

brother Forefight, leave fupcrllition Pox o*th' time; 

thcrc*s no ti.nc but the time prefcnt, there's no more to 
be faid of what's paO, and ?.1I that js to come will happen. 
If the fan fhine by day, and the ftars by night, why, wtf 
ihall know one another's faces witlinut the help of a caadley . 
and that's all the flars are good for. 
' Fere, How, how ? Sir Sampfon, that all ? Give uiC 
leave to contraditS^ you, and tell you, you are ignorant. 

Sir 5tfm/». I tell you I am wife ; and fa pi ens dominahituf 
cflrii ; there's Latin for you to prove, and aa argument 
to confound your Ephcmeris—— Ignorant ! — 1 teii|you, I 
have traveled, old Fircu, !ind know the globe. I have fccn 
the Antipodes, where the fun rifes at midnight, and it\A 
at noon-day. 

F<jre, But I tell you, I have traveled, and travel I'd in 
the celeilial fpheres, know the figns and the- planetSi 
and their houfcs. Can judge of motions dire<5b and retro- 
grade, of Scxtlles, Quadrates, Trines and OppoStions, 
fiery Trigons and aquatlcal Trigons. Know whether llf« 
fliall be long or (hort, happy or unhappy, whether dli- 
eafcB are curable or incurable. If journeys fliall be pro- 
fperous, undertakings fuccefsful; or goods (lorn recovef'<i« 
1 kpow ■ 
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Sir Samp. T know the length of the emperor of Chiua's 
foot; have kifs*d the Great Mogul's flipper,, and rid a 
huntiog upon an elephant with the Cham of Tartary. - 
Bodf o*mc,' 1 have made a cuckold of a king, and the 
prcfent majefty of Bantam is the iiTue of thefc loins. 

Fere, I know when travellers lie or fpeak truth, when 
thej don*-t know it thcmfcl/es. 

Sir Samp. I have known an aflrologer madfc a cuckold 
in the twinkling of a (tar; and feen a conjurer, that cou*d 
not keep the devil out of his wife's circle. 

Forg, What, docs he twit me ^ith my wife loo ? I 

muft be better informed of this, [y^^rj— Do you 

mean my wife. Sir Sampfon ? Tho* you made a cuckold 
•f the king of Bantam, yet by the body of the fun 

Sir Samp. By the horns of the moon, you wou'd iay. 
Brother Capricorn. 

Fort, Capricorn in your teeth, thou modern Mandevil; 
Ferdinand Mendez Pinto was but a type of thee, thou liar 
of the Brd magnitude. Take back your paper of inhc- 
' ritance; fend your Ton to fea again. I'll wed my daugh- 
ter to an Egyptian mummy, ere fhe fhall incorporate with 
a contemner of iclences, and a defamer of virtue. 

Sir Samp. Body o'me, I have gone too far; — —I muft 
not provoke honeO Albumazar, an Egyptian mum- 

my is an illuftrious creature, my trufly hieroglyphic; and 
m^iy have fignifications of futurity about him ; ods bud, 
I would my fon were an £gypti;<n mummy for thy lake. 
What, thou art not angry for a jeft, my good Haly ? 
I reverence the fun, moon and ilars with all my?heart. 
What, I'll make thee a prefent of st munwny : now 
I think on*t, body o*me, I have a £houIder of an Bgyp* 
tJan king, that X purloin d from one of the pyramids, 
powder'd with hieroglyphics ; thou ilialt have it brought 
home to thy houfe, and make an entertainment for all 
the Philomaths, and ftudents in phylic and a(lrology in 
and about London. 

For€. But what do you know of my wife, Sir Samp^ 

fOtt? 
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Sir Samp. Thy wife ii a conftellacion of viitucft; fllf'l 
the moon, and thoa art the man tn the moon : nay, ihe 
ii more illuftrious thaa the moon ; for ilie has her chaiftitj 
without her incondancy; 'sbud, I was but in jcft. 

SCENE VU 

ZTo them} JEREMY. 

Sir Samp. How now, who fent for you ? Ha ! whait 
would you have ? 

Fort. Nay, if you were but in je ft ■ ■ . --Who's that fel- 
low ? I don't like his phyfiognomy. 

Sir Samp. My Ton, Sir; what Ton, Sir? My ibo Benja- 
xnia, hoh ? 

Jcr. No, Sir, Mr Valentine, my mafter— ^ti» thcfirft 
time he has been abroad fince his confinement, and hfi 
comes to pay his duty to you. 

Six Samp. Well, Sir. 

S C E N E vir. 

rORESIGHT, Sir SAMPSON,. VALENTIK«, 
J E R £ M Y. 

Jen He is here, Shr. 

Val. Your blefling, Sir. 

Sir Samp. You've had it already. Sir. I think t fent 'It 
to you to-day ia a bill of four thoufand pound : a great 
deal of money, Brother Forefight. 

Fore. Ay, indeed. Sir Sampfon, a great deal of money 
for a young man ; 1 wonder what he can do with it. 

Sir Samp. Body o*mc, fo do I.— -Harkye, Valentine^ 
if there be too much, refund the fuperfluity; doft hear, 
boy? 

Val. Superfluity, Sir, it will fcarce pay my debts. ■■■■■* 
I hope you will have more indulgence, than to oblige me 
to thofe hard conditions which 'my neceflity (ign'-d to« 

Sir Sarrp. Sir, how, I bcfcech you, what vrttt yoo 
plcas'd to intimate concerning indnlgcnce? 
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Vah Why, St^, tliat you wouM not go to the eztrcmi' 
ty x>f the conditions, but releafc mc at lead from fome 
part ' ' ' 

Sir Samp. Oh, Sir, I underftand you that*s all, ha ? 

VaL Yes, Sir, all that I prcfumt to aflc But what 

you, out of fatlicrly fondnefs, will he plcas'd to add, (hall 
be doubly welcome. 

Six Simp. No doubt of rt, fwcct Sir : but yonr filial 
^iety, and my fatherly fondnefs would fit' like two tallies 
—Here's a rogue. Brother Forcfight, makes a bargain un- 
der hand aodfeai in ikt morning, and would be relcas'd 
from it in the afternoon; here's a rogue, dog, here's con- 
science and honcfty ; this is your wit now, this is the mo- 
rality of your wits ! You arc a wit, and have been a beau, 

and may be a A^'hy, firrah, is it not here undrr hand 

and feat ■ Can you <lcny it ? 

Fal, Sir, I don't deny it.— — 

Sir Samp, Sirrah, you'll be hang'd; I flial! live to fee 

you go up Holboru-hill vjas he not a rogue's face? — 

:Spcak, Brother, you underftand phyfiognotny, a hanging 

Sook to me of all my boys the moVi unlike mc ; 

he has a damn'd Tyburn-face, without the benefit of the 
clcrgy- 

Fore, Hum ■ truly I don't care to difcoiirage a 

young man He h»s a violent death in his face; but 

1 hope no danger of banging. 

VaL Sir, is this ufagc for your fon ? for that old 

^^yeather-headcd fool, 1 know how to laugh at him; but 
.you, Sir- ■ 

Sir Samp, You, Sir; and you, Sir; ^— Why, who are 

you» Sir ? 

VaL Your fon, Sir. 

Samp, That's more than I know, Sir, and I believe 
not* 

VaL Faith, I hope not. 

Sir Samp. What, would you have your mother a whore ! 
Did you ever hear the like ! Did you ever hear the like i 
Body o'mc •> 

Vol. I. U 
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Val 1 would have an excule for /our I^cbaritjr and un- 
natural ufage. ^ 

Sir Samp. £xciifc ! Impudence 1 Why, firmh, mayn^t ! 
•do what 1 plcafc ? Are not you my ilavc ? Did not I beget 
you ? And might not I have (boi^a whether I would 
iiave begot jou or mo ? *OQas ! who are you ! Whence 
came you ? What brought you into the world ? Hov 
icame you here, Sir ? Here, to ftapd here, upon thofe 
two kg», and look ere<a wicb,J^|>at audacious face, hah j 
Anfwer me that ? Did you come a volunteer into the 
(wqrld ? Or did 1, with the lawful authority of a parcutj 
prcCs you to the fcrvice ? 

Veil. I know no more why. I came, than you do why 
^ou caird me. But here T am, and if you don't mean to 
provide for m.e, I defwe ^ou would Ic^ve me.as you found 
me. 

Sir .^an}f>. With all mybeart : come, uncafe, ftrip, and 
^o naked out of the world as you came inio't. 

Vah My clothes are fobn put off; but you muft 

alfo divcft me of reafon, thought, pafljons, inclinatioDs, 
affetStions, appetites, fcnfes, and fhe httg[e tra;in of atte%> 
.dan^s tjiat you begot along with me. 

Sir Sflfttp. Body d*me, what a many-headed monfter have 
I propagated 1 

Vah I am of myfdf a plain eafy fimple creature, and 
to be kept at ftnall expence ; but the retinue that you gave 
ITic are craving and invincible; they are fo many devils 

that you have rais*d, and will have ejmplojment. . 

Sir Samf>. *Oon«, what bad I to do to get cbildren ! :. 

i;jin*t a private man be born without idl thcfe followers-? 
.—Why, notbing under an emperor (Iiould be born with / 

appetites Why, at this rate, a fcllo^lhat has but a 

f,roat in his pocket, may have a ftomacb ^capable of a tem 
fliiHing ordinary. 

Jer. Nay, that's as clear as the lua; I'll make oaib of 
\t before any jnflice in Middlefet. 

Sir Samp, fere's a cormpra^t tpo—-S 'heart, ihi» feU 
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rotf Was not born with yoo ?— *- — ^— -I did not beget him, 
did I ? 

Jef» By the pitmfion that'i iriade for mc, you might 

have begot me too: -oay, and to tell yoiw Worfliip- 

atioiher truths, I believe you did, for I find 1 was born 
v^ith thofe fame whorefon appetites too, that my mafter 
fi>eaks of. 

^ Samp. Why, look you there now^— — 1*11 irtaintain it^ 
that by the rule of right reafon, this fellow ought to have 

been bom without a paHite. — *— 'i'heart.what flioold 

be do with a diftinguiOiing tafte ?--— I warrant now he** 
rather eat a pheafant than a piece of poor John : and fnicll 
now; why, I warrant he can fineU^^and loves perfumes 
above a (link — -Why, there's it 5 and mufic, don't you 
Jove mufic, fcoundrel I 

Jer. Yes, I have a reafonable good' car, ^ir, as to jiggr 
and country dances, and tbe likd ; I don't much mauer 
your folo*s o? fonato's ; tUey give me the fpltcn. 

Sir Samf. The fpleen, ha, ha, ha, a pox confound you-** 
folo's or fonato's ? 'Oons, whofe-fon are you ? How were 
you engendcr'd, muckworm ? 

Jcr. I am by father the fo<^ of a, chairman; my 
luolher (old oyflcrs in winter, and cucumbers in fiunmcr.; 
and 1 came up (tairs into the world; for I'was born in a 
eellar*. v 

Tore, Byyourloeks, ydu fliould g&up^ (lairs out of the 
world too, friend. « 

Sir Samfk And^if this> rogue were anatomized now, 
and diflc^Sled, he has veiTels of digeflion and coucodilion, 
and fo foEtJi, large enoogh for the infide of a cardinal, 

this Ton of a cucumber. r^-Thefe things are unJ^ccount- 

able and unrcafonable — — -Body o'me, why was not 

X a bear? that my cubs might have lived upon fucking 
their paws. Nature has been provident only to bears and 
fpiders ; the one has its nutriment in his own hands ; and 
t'other fpins hi* habitation out of his own entrails* 

YaU'. Fortune was provident enough to fupply> all the 
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neccfllues of ny natucc^if I iia4 my ri^ht^of io&c;^^ 

Sir Samp, Again & 'Oon«, han't yoafooi thoufaird i>QUcd 

.. if I had ft agaiq, I wou'd not give thee a groat, - 

What, would*A thpu hayc.im t^rn.Pclicaf, ^nd fe^d Uicc 
out of my own vitals!— *S'heart, live by your wits,— — 
Youircrc always fond of the wits. Now let's fee if you- 
Ijavc wit enough to keep youFicIf—^- Your brother will be 
in town to-^tvight^ or to-naorrow morning, and then look, 
■you perrorni cov«aant8» and iQ your, fsieod and ferva&t— -< 
Cofse, b^othci Fosedght. 

s c E' N E vni. ' 

VALENTINE, JEREMY. 

7^r. T told yo« what your vifit would fomc^to. 

VaL *l'is as much as I cxpe<fled 1 did not come ttf 

f*ce him : I came to Angelica ; but fince flie was gone 
abroad, it was cafily turned another way; and at leaft 
Jook'd well on my fide. "What's here? Mr» ForefigKt ancT 

Mrs Frail ;ihcy are earneft, Til avoid *em. Coma 

?his way, and go and enrjiure when Angelica will returji* 

^-S € E N E IX. 
Mrs F O R E SI G H T, tf«rf Mr« F R A 1 1. 

Mrs 5V/J»/. What hav* you to do to watch ijficl Vliie;i 

ril do what I pleafe. 
Mrs For?. You will? 
Mrs ¥ra\U Yes marry wiH I — i-A great piece of bufw 

jicfs to go to Covent-Oardcn Square in a hackney-coach,. 

and take a turn with one's friend. 

' Mrs F'.rc. Nay, twoor t4ir«c turB«,rU take my oath- 
Mrs Ft^tl, Well, what if I took twenty 1 watrant 

if you had been lb ere, it had been only iniioccnt rccrea^ 
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(|5xi,.....«_Lord,' there's the comfort of this life, if wc 
can't have the happinefs to convcrfe where we like ? 

Mrs Fore, But can't yon coaverfe at home ?— — I 
own it, I think there's' no happinefs like coove^g with 
im agreeatife man ; 1 don't quarrel at that, nor 1 don't 
think but your converfation was very inDoeent; but the 
place is public, and to be feen with a mai^ in a hackney- 
coach is fcandaloos : what if any body elie (hou'd have 
fccn you alight, as I did?—* — How can anybody be hap- 
py, while they're in perpetual fear of beisg feen and ccn* 

'^ ibr'd P Befides, it weu'd not only reflet upon you, iUlcr, 

but me. 

Mrs Frail Pooh, here's a chitter ■ ■ ■ Why ibou'd it 
xeflcdk upon yott ? — I don't dotibt but yoU ha^e thought 
yoorfelf happy in a hackney-coach before now — If I had 
"gone to Knightfbridge, or to Chiirey, or to Spring- Garden, 
«r Barn SAma with a man alone ■ ■ fumething mi^ht 
hare been (aid. '- 

iAn Foic. Why, was I ever in any of choic plaots? 
What do you mean, fiftcr ? 

Mrs FraiL Was I ? What do you mean ? 

Mrs Fjre, You have been at a- worfe pkice. 

Mrs FraiU I at a worfe place, and with a man ! 

Mrs Fore, I fuppofe you would not go alone to the 
world's-end. 

Mrs Fra'tl, The werld's end! What, do you mcao to 
banter ate ? * 

Mrs Fore. Poor innocent I you don't know that there's 
a place call'd the world's-end? Til fwear you can keep 
your countenance purely, you'd make an admirable * 
player. 

Mrs Frail TU fweaf you have a great deal of confi- 
dence, and in my mind too much for the Aage. 

Mrs FiTi. Very well, tliat will appear who has moA : yon 
never were at the worlii*s-end i 

Mrs FraiL No. 

Mrs F'Qr4» You deny it ppfitivcly to my face? 

Mrs FtaiL Your face, whar's your lace I 
Ml 
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Mra ^ore, Ko matter for that, •lis at good a face a» 
yours 

Mrt Fr^^if. Hot by a doses years trearin^^-* ^-Btit I 
do deny it pafidvdy to yom face then. 

Mrs Fare TU allow you now to find fattk with my' 
fa4e;— -for nifwear your knpudeiKe has pot meout- 

of cotmtenatice :— — but look you here now, whev^^ 

did yoo )oi*e this -gold hodkia ? ■ . Q $fter,. fiderf 

Mrs Frail. My bodkin! 

Mrs Fore. Hay *tis yours* look at it. 

Mrs Fra'iL Well, if you go to that, where did yon i{pd 

thii bodkin ? Ah fiftcr, fitter I- —fitter every 

way. 

Mrs Fore, O devil on*t^ that I cou'd not diicover her^ 
without betraying myfelf ! [/-i/Wr* 

Mrs Friil I have hear(||f enilemen fay, . fitter, that xme 
flibu*d take great care, when one makes. a thrutt in fenpangy 
not to !y open one's fclf, • 

Mrs Fore. 'Tis very true, fitter : well, fincc ali*s otit^ 
and as you fay, fincc we are both wounded, let us do what 
is often done in duels, take care of one anotber, andgrow 
better friends than before, 

* Mrs FratK With all my heart : ouH are but flight fieih 
wounds, and if we keep !em from air, not at all dangerons : 
well, give me your hand in token of fitterly iecrccy and 
affc<^oft. 

Mrs Fbre, Here *tis with all my heart. 
' Mrs FrdAL Well, as an eamctt of friendttiip and eoafi^-^ 
dence, Til acquaint you with a defign that I have. Tei 
' tell truth, and fpeak openly to. one another, Vm afraiit 
the world have ohferv*d us more than we have obferv'dt 
one another. Yoo have a rich husband, and are'pr»» 
Tided for ; I am at a lofs, and hate no great ttock ettller 
of fortune or reputation ; and therefore mutt look (harply 
about me. Sir Sampfon has a fon that is expe<5ted to« 
night; and by the account I have heard of his educatioa; 
^aa be no 8onjujer : the ctta^ you know is to be made 
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•«rer to hho : ', Now if Icoold wheedle Mm, fiftcr, ha ? . 
you undcrfland me ? • 
-Mrs Foie^hd&i tiad. will hdp you to the utmoft of my 

power And 1 can tell ydu ^oe -thing that falls ont- 

luckily enough ; my auk ward daughter*in-Iaw, who you 
know 16 dtfign'd to be his wifc» is grown fond of Mr Tattle; 
now if we can improve that, • and make lier "have tfn avctwi, 
fion.for the .booby, it il»ay go a great ; wny towanls hU' 
liking you. Here they come together; and let u^ contrive 
ibme way or other toleave 'eda together. 

S C B N E X. 
ITothent'} TATTLE j« J Mifs P R U E, « 

Mr/5. Mother, Mother, Mother, look you here. 

Mrs F-^fe. Fy, fy, Mifs, howyou bawl — ■ Bcfide«, t' 

have told you, you muft not call me Mother. 

M/j. What muft I call you then ? arc not you my fa- 
ther's wife ? 

Mrs Fore, Madam ; you muft fey' madam— -By my 
foul, 1 fliall fancy myfelf old indeed, to have this great 

girl call me Mother Well, but Mifs, what arc you 

fo overjoy'd at ? 

mjs. Look you here. Madam then, what Mr Tattle 
has giv'n me-^ — Look you here, coufin, here's a fnufl^ 

box; nay, there's fnufF in't ; here, will ypu have any ? 

-— -Oh good! how fwect it is Mr Tattle Is all over 

fwect, his peruke is fwcet, and his glrnxs are fweet— - 
and his handkerchief is fwcet, pure fwcet, fwcetcr than 
f ofes ■ Smell him, Mother, Madam, J mean— He gave 

me (his ling for a kifs. ' ^ • 

Tat, O fy, Mift, you feuft not kifs and tell. 

Mifi. Yes; I may tell my Mother -And he fay» 

he'll give me fomcthing to make me fmcU fo Oh pray 

lend me your handkerchief Smell, cQufm; he fays, 

he'll give mc fomcthing that will make my fmocks fmeU 
this way U not it pure? * Tis better than la vea- 
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dcT, mun^rm refoiv'd I woo*t let nurfe put any mom 

lavender among my fmocks ha, coafia ? 

■ Mm Frail. Fy, Mifi; amongft your Unco, you w»& 

lay You- mufV never fay fmock 

Mifs> Why, it is not bawdy, is h, coiifin? 
Tat, Oh, Madam; you are too fevere upon mifs ; yott 
>^uft noB find fault with her pretty GrapUcity, it becomes 
kcrftrangely-'—— — Prefecy Mifs, don't let !em peirAiadc, yon 
CNit of your innocency. , 

Mrs Fore. Oh, demn jou, toad— —I wifli you don*^ 
perfuade her out of her innocency. 

Tat. Who I, ^adam ? ^^Oh: Lord, how can yonf 

. Ladydiip have fucH a thpught^-^r — fure you don't knx)W 
me ? 

Mrs Frail. Ah devil, (ly devil > — ^He's a« clofe, 

fifter, as a confcflbr He thinks we don't obfcrve 

him. 

Mrs Fore. A cunnfng car, now fbon he cou*d find out 
a fre(h harmlefs creatuie; and left us, Gfter, prcfently. 
* Tat. Upon reputation- 
Mrs Fere. They're all fo, fifter, thcfe men— — thcy^ 
love to have the fpoiling of a young thing, they are as 
fbnd of it, as of being firft in the fa(hion, or of feeing a 
new play the firft day, ■■ ■ I warrant it would break Mr 
Tattle's heart, to think that any-body eUe fhou'd be be-^ 
fore hand with him. 

Tat. Oh Lord, I fwear I would not for the world- 
Mrs Fr^i/. O bang you ; who^l believe you? — You'd' 
btf hang'd before you'd confrfs — we know you — (he's very 

pretty! Lord, what pure red and white! — fhe looks 

fo wholfome; — —ne'er ftir, I don*'c know, but i fancy, if 
I were a man— , 

A^i/s. How you love to Jeer on^ couiin ! 

• Mrs Fore. Harkyc, liflcr, ^y. my foul the girl 

IS fpoil'd already d^ye think flie'll ever endure a great 

lubberly tarpawlin — Gad, T warrant you, flie won't let him 
come near her, after Mr Tattle- 
Mrs Frtf/7. O* my foul, l!m afraid npt— eh!— filthy 
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crealure, that fmells all of pitch and tar — devil take you, 

you confouDded toad why did you ice hex bci'ore Qic 

was married I 

Mti Fere. Nay, why did we let him? — my hii(band will 
hang us^^Hc'il think we brought *em acquaiuted, 

Mrs Frail. Come, faith let U6 be gone^lf my brother 

Foreii^lu (hou'd find us with them; he*d think fo^ 

fnrc enough. 

Mrs Fore. So he wou'd — but then leaving *em together 
U as bad ■ And he's fucb a (ly devil, he'll never auA 
an opportunity. 
Mrs Frtiil, I don't care; I won't be feen in*t. 
MrsiVe. Well, if^ you fliould, Mr TatUe, yowll 
bave a world to anfwcr for, remcmbci I wafh my hands of 
ft, I'm throughly innocent. 



SCENE XL 
T A T T L Z, Mil^ f H y X* 

5lf/T. What mafctfs '«m go away» Mr Tattle? What 
do they mean, dp you know? 

Tat. Yes, my dear- 1 think I can guefs — But hasf^ 

.me if 1 know the rcafon of it. 

Mifs. C6me, mud we not go too ? 

Taf. No, no, they don't mean that. 

Mifs, No! What then? What ihall you and I.doli>% 
^ther ? 

Tat, I mud make love to yon, pretty Mifs } wiU yoi^ 
Jet me make love ro yoo? 

JWj^i. Yes, if you pleafc. 

Tat, Frank, I'gad, at leaft. What a pox does Mra 
Foreiight mean by this ciriltty ? Is it to - make a fool of 
sue ? or does- fhe leave us together out ol good moralHy* 
and do as (he would be done by?«— ^Gad i'U.U)D4ey|lai)4 
it fo \.^fid<% 

Mi/s. Well J and how will you make lot^to me f-^-r*. - 
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Come, 1 long to have you begin — muft I make love to^^ 
Tou mai^ icU me howi 

Tut. You ,muf\ let me fpcak) Mifs, you muft nor 
ipeakfiid; 1 mu(l afk yoa quedioiis, and' you muft ao" 
fwer. 

Mfs. What, is it like the Catechifm ? ■ ■ ■come thcit' 
Afk tike. 

Tat. D*ye think yoa can lave me-?' 

Mifu Yea. 

Tb/. Pooh, pox; you muft not fay yes already;- F 
ihan*t care a farthing for you then in a twinkling. 

Mifs. WHat mnft 1 fay then ? 

Tat, Why, you muft fay no, or you believe .noc^ or' 
fou eanU tell 

Mtfs.^ Why, muft I tell a lie thea^ 

Tat. Yes, if you*d be well-bred. All wel!-bred per- 
fons Tie— Befides, you are a woman, you muft never' 
ipeak what you think: youfwocdsmnft contradidk your 
thoughts \ but your a<fHons may co&tradidlt your word*.. 
So, when I aik you, if you can love me, you muft (^ 
no, but you muft love me too.-— ^1^41 !• tell you you are 
bandfome, you muft deny it, and iay 1 ftatter you^— — But 
you muft thiok yourfelf more charming thanes I Tp^ak 

you: Aodjika mc, for the beauty which I fay you 

have, as much as if I- had it myfel f ' If I aik you ta 

kifs me, you muft be angry, but you muft not refufe 
me. If I aftc you for more, you muft be more angry*' 
hut noor* complying; and as foon as ever I 
make you <ay you'll cry out, you muft be fure to hokt 
your tongoe.. 

Mi/s. O Lord, I fw^ar this is pure,— ^-^ IJIke it better; 
than our oid«faftiionM country way of Jpeaking one's mind; 
■t I and muft no( you lie too ? 

Tat. Hum' — Yes-^But you muft. bolievc 1 fpeak truths 
' Mifs. O Gemini ! Well, I always harf a great mind ta 
leHf ttet»«^l^ut they frighted mc, and faid it. was a £11. 

Tat.. Well, my pretty creature ; will you make: «W 
bapfy by giving mc » kif^T 
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^/f. Ko, ina«d4 I^AHgiT-atiyom 

[Runs andkijjts h/'m. 
Tat, ;Hold,.ho}d, that's pretty well— but you [hould not 
dMive gi^rcnit ine, but have iuifer'd me to have taJceqit. 
Mifs. Well, wc'U.do't a^m. 
Xm, With all ojy begat How .then my little angel, 

IM^fu Pifh! 

Tat. That's ri|fet— agiin, my eharmcf. \KiJei again, 
hbfi^ O fy, nay, now I can't abide you. 
TaU Admirable ! that was as well as if yoo had been 
born and bred io Covcot-garden. And won't you lliew 
mc, pretty Mifs, where your bed chamber. is ? 

Mifi. No, indeed ivon't I-; but I'll ruQ.thore andJude 
myrdf froiD you behind the jcurtains. 
Tat, V\\ follow yen. 
Mi/i. Ah, but 111 hold the. door with. botli hand*, and 

Jbc, angry -^nd^on fliall puih me duvn hefgre you come 

in. 

Tat, No, ril come 4n firO^ and pufli you down aftcr- 
vrards. 

JVlz/jf. Will you ? then I'll be more angry, and more 
complying. 

Tat, Then .I'll. make you cry out. 

JVJr/t. Oh, but you ihan't, for I'll hold my tongue. 

.To/. Oh my dear apt fcholar. 

Idifi, Well, now I'll run and make more hade than 

you. 
■Tat» You-fliall not fly ib faft as Tl! purfuc. 

ACT III. S C E^ N E I. 

Nu RS B alone, 

Tt/I ISS ! Mifs Prue/ — r-mercyon mc, marry and amen. 
•* " Why, what's become of the child ? why Mifs ! Mifi 

Jorefi^ ! Sure,ihc has lock'd hcifclf up in her cham- 

4 
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ber, and |^one to fkeep^ br to fvafcrs'^-^^Mf&i Mifs.! I hear 

fccr— — come to your father, child ; open the door open 

the door, Mifs 1 hckr yon cry huiht -'O JLordy^vfio's 

Ihcre > Ipeeps.y What's fc^rt to do ? — Otbc father ! a man 
urtih her ?— -Why, Mifs, I dy t God*s my life, hcrc'i 
fine doings to*std&-*— O' Lortf, we're Ml tedbne.— O you 
young haf lotry ! [hiocki.] Od*8 my life, woa*t you open the 
doot ? 1*11 come in the back way. 

SCENE n. 

T ATTLE, Mift PRUe. 

M'/i O T.ord, (he's coming— and' flicll tcU my father; 
%vhat (liall I do now!- 

Tat. Pox take her ; if {he had flaid two miuutet longer, 
t fhou^d hav^ with'd foV her ctmiing. " • 

Mifs. O dear, what Oiall I ftyl Tell me, Mr Tattle, 
tell me a ^ic. 

Tat. Tfrcrc's no occafioh for a lie ; I could never tell a 
lie to no purpofc— but fincc wc have done nothing, we 
mofV fay nothing, I think. I liear her ; VH leave you to- 
gether, aud come of? as you can. 

[Thrujli her in, andjkuts ibe dm* 

SCENE* IIL 

TATTLE, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, ANGE- 
LICA. ' 

Anfr, You ean*t accuft me of inooo/lancy ; I never told* 
3roa that I lovM you. 

Val, But I can accufb you of uncertainty* for not telling 
nie whether yon did or not. 

Ang, You ti:)inake indiflcrcnce for uncertainty ; I never 
bad concern enough to a/k myfclfthc cju^f^iofi. 

Sc^n, Nor good-nature enough ' to'anfwet him that did 
aik you ; PU iay chut for you, Madam. 
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iMiig What, are fou ^ttng up for good nataM ? 

Scan. Oniy Ibr the aiFcdation of it, a« tbe women do for' 
ni'oature. 

j^ug, Perfuade your friend that it is all afFedlation. 

Scan, I fltall receive no benefit from theoplaion;.for !• 
Icnow no-ei!c€luai di^erence bccwtcn continued aO:c(5tatioa 
and reality. 

Tat. coming »/>.] ^caudali are you to private difcour^e, 
«iy thing of fccrecy ? [j4/if'e to Sian, 

Scan, Ycs» but I dare truft yon ; we were talking of Att^ 
plica's love to Valentine ; you wou*t i^eak of it ? 

Tat, No, no, not a fyllahic » ■ ■! know that's a ftfcret, 
'Cor 'tis iwhifpia'dtrvery where. 

Scar:, Ha, ha, ha- 

zing. What is, Mr Tattle ? Mieard you £iy^roiiicthifi|; 
ifras whifpcrM every where. 

Tat, Your love of Valentine. 

^ng. How ! 

Tat, No, Madam, his love fbr your LadyHiip^'-Oad take 
ine, 1 beg your pardon— for I never heard a word of youf 
Ladyship's .poilivm till this inftant. 

Attg, My paOion ! and who tt^d you of my .paffion^ 
ptay. Sir ? 

. Scan, Why, is^tbe devH in you : Did not I tcU it you 
*fora.fccrct ? 

Tat. Gad €0, but I thought fhe might have been truftcd. 
vith her own affi|irs. 

1 &0«. Is that your difcretioB ? Truft arwoman with her* 
felf? 

Tat, You fay tmc, I beg your pardon*^*^!'!! Mng M 
-off^^lt wasimpoffible. Madam, for me to imagine, that a 
perfon of your JLadyfliip's wit and gallantry oouid have fo 
long received the pafijonate addrciles of the accompliihed 
Valentine, and yet remain infeuiibJe ; therefore yoa will 
pardon me, if from a juft weight of his merit, with your 
jLadyihip's good judgmeckt, I ftam^dtki baUance of a tc 
^pvocal afiedtion* 

VOJL. I. X 
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Vai, O the devil, wha( damn'd coftivf poet has glvca 
tJiCt this Icflbn-of ftiQianto get by rote ? 

y^ag. I dare fwcar you wrong him, it is his own-— —and 
Mr Tattle only judges of the fucceTs of ^others, from the 
cafTci^s of his own merit. For ccrtaiaiy Mr Tattle wa^< 
never denied .any- thing in bis Kfe. ^ 

Tat. O Lord ! y«6, indeed. Madam, Several times. 
,i^fi£. I Twcar I don't think- it poflible. 
. Tat. Yes, I vow and fwear I have : Lord, Madam, I'm 
-tJie mod unfortunate maa m the world, and the moft crti* 
.cUy- us*d by the Jadios. 

Jing*^ Kay„aow.yQO*re ungrateful. 

Tat, No, I hope not — *tis.as much ingratitude to own 
£>me favouM, as locanceal others. 

Va'h There, now 'tis out. 

Jtag. I don't underhand you now : I thought you had 
never aik'd any thing, but what a lady might modeftly 
.jg;raat, and you confefs. 
"Scan So faith, your baiinefs-is dooe hete;.now you may 
go. brag ibawvrhercciie. 
' Sat, Bn^\ O^lKavens ! why, did I name any body ? 

jlng. No, Iffiippofe that is not in your power; but yo« 
^«ron'd if you cou'd, so doobt on't. 

iXtff. Not in toy power. Madam ! What, doe$ your La- 
.^yfliip raeao th^iit I haye no woman's reputation in my 

Scan. 'Oons, why, ^u won't oynx it, will you ? [Afide, 

€r«/. Faiifa, Madam, you're in the right.: no more I 
iiave, as I hope to be fav'd ; I never had it in my powor 
to Tay any fhing-4o a lady's prejudice in Aiy.Ufe—- — for as 
I was telling you, Madam, I havet>een the mod unfocceis- 
ful cieatttve living, in things of that nature; and never 
i|)ad the good fortune to be trufted once with a lady's fc- 
jcret, not once. 

j4ni. No ' , 

JFal. Not once, I dare im^er for him. 

.^cMs AodrUanTwerforhimj for I'm fare if he^hadf 
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he would have tyid me;^ I fiad, MadatDt you don't knoxr 
MrTatJc. 

Tat, No indeed, Madaoh you don^c know me at alf,. 
I iind» For fureTOy intimate friends wou*d have koown-^ 
i: '^'^i- Then it fecms you would have told, if you had 
*been trufted. 

Tat, O pox. Scandal, that wat too far pof^Never have 
told particulars,. Madam.^ Perhaps I might have talk'd a« 
of a third perfoQ^— or have introduced an amonX of my 
own,' in converfationv by way of novel : but^ never have 
explaiu*d particulars. 

Ang, But whence cofne« the reputation of Mr Tattle** 
fiecrecy, if he wa« never truftcd ? 

Sian, Why thence- it arifes'^— The thin^'is proverbially 
ipoken; but may be apply *d to bim-rAfr if we lliould 
iby in general terms, he only is fecrec who never waa 
Uuded; afatirical provesb upon our fex — ^There's anothi^ 
upon yours — As, Die is chafte who was- never aik*d the 
^ueilion. That*^s all. 

VJ, A couple of very civil proverbs, ttuly : 'tis bar^" 
to tell whether the Lady or Mr Tattle be (be more ^blig'd 
to you. For you found her virtue upon .the- backward- 
nefs of the men, and his fecrecy upon the minrui) of 
the women.. 

Tat. Gad, *tis very true, Madam, I think, we are oblig*4 
to acquit ourfelves — And for my part — But your Ladyr 
ihip is to rpeark.fir(U' -— 

Ang Am I? Well, i freely confefs I have refided a great 
deal of temptation. 

Tat, And i'Oad, I have givea Tome tempution tha^ 
^s n$it.becn retiiUcd. 

Vai. Good. 

Ang' I cite Valentine hcre« to declare to the court how 
, fruit lefs he has found his endeavours, and to confef^i all 
Ixis iblicitations and aiy- denials. 

Vdl. 1 am ready to plead, noi j^uslty fox you ^ and guilty^ 
ios myfclt . 1 .: \ . 



d by Google 



«4# roVEFORLOVH. 

Scan. So, why thit is fair, here's demonllration wftti il 
witncfs. 

Tai, Well, my witnefles are not pre(em-*-*-But I con- 
fefs i Iiavc had favours from peribos^^— But as the &yoor» 
ure nuQibcrWfft, fo chd pet foiifs MenMoelcfsw • 

jSrdff. Pooh, this proves Dothiog. 

Tat, Noi 'lean iliew tetters, lockers, priftutes, aud 
•rings; and if these be occafion for witnei!es» I can funif 
*|noa the oiaids at the chocolme-bouies, all the porters at 
J^aH-Mall and Covent-Gardkn,. the door keepers at tht 
play-houfe, the drawers at Locket's, Pontack's, the Raid*, 
jner, Spriiag-fGarden ; my own landlady, and vakt de 
chambrc; who all (hall make <itfth, that 1 receive move 
'letters than th« fecretary^s office ; and that I have more 
Tizor-maiks to enquire for me, than ever went to fcetbfc 
. hermaphfodrte, or the naked prince- And it is notorious, 
that in a confitry dhurch, once, an enquiry bcrng made, 
who I was, it was anfwer'd, ! was the famous Tattle, wfai> 
had ruin'd fo many women, 

' Vnl. It was there, I Aippoic, you got the nickname of 
the Great Ttirk- 

Tat, True, I \vas caM'd Turk-Tattle all over the parifli 

^'* »The next Sunday all the old women kept theft 

daughters at home, and the parfuu had not half his cori- 
^rcgation. He wou'd'l»avc brought me into the fpiritual 
court, but I was revcng'd upon him, for he had a hanti* 
fome daughter whom I initiated into the ftience. But 1 
ircpeiYtcd it afterwards, for it was talkM of in tovvn-^— 
And a lady of quality that {hall be namelefs, in a raging 
^t of jcaloufy, came down in htr coach and fix horfei ,, 
and expos'd herfelf upon my account; gad I was very forrjT 
for it with all niy heart— ——You know whom I mean — ^ 
You know where we raffled — 

Scan, Mum, Tattle. 

Vol 'Sdcath, are you not afliamM ? 

A»^* O barbarous! T never heard fo Jnfolent a pJcctf of' 

vanity Fy, Mr Tattle I'll iwcat i could not haWt 

bciict'd it— 1« this your feciccy I 
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- Tat, Gad fo, the heat of my ftory carried me beycmd 
my diicrction, as the heat of the lady's paffion horry*dher 
beyond her reputaiiod — ^Bat I hope you don*t knov 
whom I mean ; for there were- a great many ladies faffled 
— ^Pox on*t, now could f bite off my toogoe* 

Scan, No, don*t; for then you'll tell us no more ■ 

Come, ril recomcnend a (ong ta you upon the biac of my 
two proverbs, and I fee one ifi' the neat roon& that will 
ling it. [Goes t) tbf door, 

Taf, For Heaven's fake if you do guefs, fay nothings 
^d, I'm very unfortunate. 

Stan* VtSLf fing the firfl ibng iathc laft new play. 



N 



Set by Mr John Eeclet. 

I. 

jftipnph and afvoainto Apollo once frafd^ 
Thefwaitt had been jilt edy the nymph been betray d? 
Their intent was to :ry ij the oracle knew 
E*er a nymph thai was chajle, or a /wain that -was true^ 

II. 

^P'Uh -was muttt and'had^Uke t^Bave been poi*'d^ 

But fitgely at length by this feet et d:/rlos*d: 

•* He alone "Wont bitroy in "whom none -will confide: 

^'And the. nymph may bechajh that has never been try*d,*^ 

S G E N E IT. 



ITo tnant} Sir SAM P S O N, Mrs FRAIL, Mlfs PR V Ej 
and SE.K V A NT* 

S^tSamp. Is- Ben come? Odfo, my Ton Ben come? Odd 
^m ^ad ori*t : where is he > I long to fee him Now, 
Mci frail, you ihail fee my iba Ben fiody o'mc, bc*# 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



s#S LOTXFORLOVS. 

the hopes of my family 1 han't iecn him tfeefe tteec 

years- ■■ 1 warrant he*« growa— Call him in^ bid hi» 
make hafle-^rm ready to cry ibr joy, 

Mn* Frail. Now, Miis, you (hall fee your hufOsoiid. 

JVI/j. Pifli,.hc fliall be none of my huiband. 

ly4fiJe tc Fcaa. 

Mrs FraiL Hnfli i well be fliaa't, leave that to me-^ 
.Y\i beckon Mr Tattle to us. 

Ang, Won't you ftay and fee your brother ? 

VaU We are the twin-Aars, and cannot ibtoc fh ose 
fphere ; when he rifes I muft iet-— Bcfides, jf I fiMu'i 
(by, Ldon.'t know but my fathev inrgood^natufema^' pfcf» 
me to the immediate figning the deed of conveyance of 
tny eflate ; and Til defer k as long as I ean Wcll» 

you'll come to a refolution I 

Aug, I can't. Refolution- vanSk come to me, or I fiiaU 
never have one. 

Scan, Come, Valentine, IIH go with you ;. Tvc ibmethin^ 
in my head to commumcate to you* » 



SCENE V. 

ANGfiLiCA. Sir SAMl»»ON, TATTLE, Mr» 

FRAIL, Miffr P R U E, 

Sir Samp. What, is ^ny fon Valentine gone ? WBat, if 
he fneak'd off, and would not fee his brother ? There'* an 
unnatural whelp .' there's an ill-natured dog! What, were 
you here too. Madam, and could not keep him ? cou'd 
neither kive, nor duty, nor natural' ;aiiedion oblige himf 
Odfbud, Madam, have no more to fay to him; he is aot^ 
worth your coBi)derat4on. The rogue hasnot -a drachin 
of generous love about him : all imercft, all intcreft; he's 
an undone fcoundrcl, and courts* your cftate i body o'me, 
he does.net care a doit for your pcrfon. ^ 

Ang, I'm pretty even with him. Sir Sampfoo ; for if 
f vcr I cott'd have lik'd any thing ia hkn, it ihould h&^ 
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lifceii his eftate too : htir iiQce that'i gone, rjiie bait's 0% 
and the naked hoQk appears. 

Six Samp, Ods-bud, well fpokca ; and you are a wifer 
troman than I thought you were : for moA young womcil 
jnoW-a-days'are to be tempted with a naked hook. 

Ang, If I marry, Sir Sampfon, Tm for a good eftate 
jvirrh any man, and 'foe any maa witha good eflate : tbere- 
ioge if I were obliged to make a cboke, 1 deckire Td za^ 
ther have you than your fon. ' . . 

Sir Sarhpi Faith and ttrodi you'ke k wile woman, and 
I'jB glad to hear you fay ib^, I was- afraid you were i« 
love with the reprobate; odd, :I was ^ry for you with 
all my beast : hang him, mnngrel ; call him off; you fhaiQ 
ice the rogue fliew hjm&lf, <and' make :k J to ibnte d^ 
fponding Cadua of fourfcore for Aidenance. Odd, I. love 
to .fee i yaitag fpendchrift {occcdito cling to an old woman 
for fupport, like ivy round a dead oak : faith I do ; J 
lovie to fee *em hug and cotton togethet, lUce down upoft 
ftt&iiUe, 

S C E N E VI. 
|nrt*«3 JBflEil L£GEKjO a»tl SERVANT. 

Bffu Whe're's father ? 

Serv. There, Sir, his backus toward you. 

Sir Samp. My fon Ben ! Blefs.thee, my dear boy ; bodiy 
<»*me, (hou art heartily welcome. 
: .£ea» Thank you, father, and Vm glad tO're« yon. 
' Sk Samp* Ods-bod, and i am glad to fee thee ; kifi me, 
boy, kifs me again stud again, dear Ben. [Kfffet him' 

3ftt, S<h, ib, cn»ugb, faihci— Mefs, I'd rather kifs 
thcfe gentlewomen. 

Sir 6amp, And fo thou flialt—^-^rs' Angelica, my. fan 
.Ben. 

Ben. Forfooth, if yon pleafe— — [SahtUs Aff J Nay, 
Miftrefsi i*mnot for dropping anchor herej about (hip 
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rfaith— — -CKj^f Frail.] Naf , aod ycm too, my little codE^ 
boat Co IKiJts MlfK 

TtU Sir, you*r€ welcome a(hore. 

Ben. Thaak you, thaok yoa, friend. 

Sir Samp. Thou haft been many a waary leagae, Beoi 
fince I faw thef^. 

Ben. £y, ey, been t been far enongh, and that Be all^ 
WcU, father, and how da all at home ? itow does brothefe^ 
Dick, aod brother Vail ? 

Sir Samp. Dick, body o^e, Dtck has been dead theie 
two yeara; I writ you word when you were at Leghorn. 

Btn. Mcfs, that's true ; marry, I had forgot. Dick'l 
dead, afl you fay — Well, and how ? I have many queftioBf 
to aflc you : tl.*ljll, you bctt*t marry*d again, father, be 
you T 

Sir Ssmp, No, I inteod you fliall marzsy, Ben ; I would 
not marry for thy fake. 

Sen. Nay, what does that fignify? An you marry 

again ^hy then, I'll go to fea again, ib there's 

one for t'other, an that be all -Pray don't let me be 

your hindrance; e'en marry a God's name, an the wind fit 
that way. As fbr ray part, mayhap 1 have no mind to- 
marry. 

Mrs FraiL That.wou'dbe pity, fuch.a bandfimie young; 
gentleman. 

Bea. Handfome ! he, he, be, nay, foribotb, an you be 
for joking, I'll joke with yo«^ for I love my jeft, an the 
^ip were finking^ as we fay'n at fea.. But Til tell yon^ 
why I don't much (land towards- matrimony. I love f 
roam about from port to port, and from land to land : I 
could never abide to be poit-bound« as we call it ; now, a^. 
man that is marry'd, has, as it were, d'ye fee, his feet lit 
the bilboes, and mayhap maya't gpc 'em out again wheft^ 
be wou'd. 

Sir Sam», Ben's a wag, 

Ben. A man that is marry'd, d'ye fee, is no more lilce 
another man, than a gakcy-Aave is like one of tu frce> 
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iailnrs ; he is chainM to an oar all hk life; and maybap> 
forced to tug a leaky veflel into the bargain. 

Sir Samff, A very wag, Ben's a very wag; only a little 
rough, he wants a* little polifhing 

Mrs Fra'l. Not at all; I like his homour mightilf, *tis 
f»lain. and honed} Idioaldlike fuch a hwnout iaabur- 
band extremely. 

Ben, Say*n you To, forfooth ? Marry, and I fliould like 
fuch a bandfomegeiitlewomaR for a bedfellow hugely; how 
fay you, Miftrefs, would you like goiog to fea ? Mefs^ 
you're a tight veflel, and well ^*gg*d, a^^you. were but .a6> 
well mann'd. 

Mrs FraiL I fliould not doubt that, if you were mAftct 
of me. ^ 

Ben. But V\\ tell you one thing, an- you come tofestiA 
a high wind, or that lady— you mayn't carry 'fo muetk 
0il o' your head" Top and top^galiant, by the Meis* 

Mrs Frail. NO, why fo ? 

Sen. Why, arf you do, you may run the ri(k to be 
overfct, and then you^ll carry your keels above water, he, 
he, he. 

Mg. I fwear, Mr Benjamin is the vcricft wag in na^^ 
ture ; an abColute fca-wit .. 

Sir Samp. Nay, Ben has parts, but as I told you before^ 
they want a little poliihing : you mud not take any thing 
ill, Mkdam. 

Ben, No, I hope the gentlewoman is not angry;. I mean 
acll in good part; for if 1 give a jcil, I'll take a jeft : and 
fO) forfooth, you may be as. free with me. 

Ang. I thank you. Sir, I am not at all offended ; i . t 
But methinks, Sit Satnpfen, you (hould leave him alone 
with his mif^cfs. Mr Tattle, we mud not binder lo«> 
Vcrs- 

Tat. Well, Mifs, I have your promifc. [/^Jule to Mifju 

Sit Samp, Body o*me, M^d)am, you fay true:- *— 

Look you, Ben, this is your miflrefs-* — Come^ .Miis, yoa 
mud not be fliame-fac'd ; wcMl leave you togetlier. 
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M/fi. I can*c abide to- be left aiooe, mayn't my coufia 
ftay vvith mc ? 

Six Samf>. Ko, no* Com«, let*^B away.. 

£<«. Look you, father, mayhap the young woman 
■layDt take a liking to me. 

Str Samp. I warrant thee, boy.; come, come, we'll bf 
fone i rii venture that. 

SCENE vir. 

BEN and Mifi P R U E» 

Men, Come, Miftrefs, will you pleafe to fit down ? foc^ 
an you (land a-ftern a that'n, we ftiall never grapple togc* 
^er^- — ^Come, TU. haul a chair j there, aff you pleafe to 
fit,, riliit by you. 

Ai/i- You need not fit Co near one ; if you have an|[ 
thing^o fay, 1 can hear you further off, I an*t deaf. 

Btrt. Why, that's true, as you fay ; nor an't I dumb; I 

eao be heard as far as another riihave o^to pleaic 

youu [Sis further off.] An we were a league afunder, Td 
undertake to hold difcoorfe with yon, an 'fwcre not a- 
main high wind indeed, and full in my teeth. Look yoa« 
forfboth, I am, as it were, bound. fqc, the land of matri- 
mony i *tis a voyage, d'ye fee, that was none of my feek^ 
ing, 1 was commanded by father, and if you like qf it,^ 
maybap I may fte^r into your harbour. How fay you, 
MiilrcU?- The Hiort of the thing is, tiiat if you like nie, 
, and 1 like you, we may chance to fwlng in a h^unmock to^ 
gecher. 

M//s. I don't know what to Hiy toyou^ nor I don't cars 
to>fpeak with you.at.all. 

Ben. No, I'm forry for that. But pray, why ar« 

you fo fcornful ? 

Mifs. As long as one touftnot. fpcak one's mind, one 
bad better not fpcak at all; I think, and trMty, I won't .tell 
a lie for the mattcnt. 

jBt«, Nay, you fay uue in that, 'tis but a fbUy tp.Be t 
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for toTpeak ooe thing, and to thin*>c jaft the contrary 
way, is as it were, to look one way and row another. 
Now, for my part, d'ye fee, l*m for carrying things above 
board, Vm not for keeping any thing under hatches, ^^ 
fo that if you ben't as willing as I, fay (6 a God\ name, 
there's no harm done j may-liap you may be flianie-fac'd, 
iome maidens tho'f they love a man well enough, yet they 
don't care^to tell'n fo to*« face: if that's the cafe, whj 
lileuce gives confent. 

M'fs, But Vm fure it i^ not fo, for Til fpeak (boner thaa 

-you iliould believe that; and I'll fpeak truth, though one 

•iliould always tell^a He to4i man ; and 1 don't care, let my 

father do what he will; I'm too big to be whipt, fo Til 

tellyou plainly, I don't like you, nor love you at all, nor 

never will, that's more : fo, there's your anfwcr for you| 

and don't trouMe me no more, you ugly thing. 

■Ben. Look you, youi^ woman, -.you may learn to give 

:good words bowevcr. I /poke y^n-iair, 4*yc fee, and 

dril.— As for your love or your liking, I don't value 

it of a ropc'ft end; and may-hap ! like you as little 

-^as you do Pie. What I faid was in obedience to 

father; gad I fcaua. whipping no more than you do. But 
Itell you one thing, if you flvoii'd give fiich language sit' 
^ea, you'd have a cat o* nine-tails laid crofs your (lioulders, 
flefh ! who are you ? You heard toother hand fome young 
woman fpeak civilly to me, oflier own ftccord': whatever 
you think, of yourlclf, gad I don't think yonare any more 
to compaie to her, than a can of fmall bear to a bowl of 
punch. : 

Mi/s, WM1, atid there's a handfome gentleman, and a 
fine gentleman, and a fweet gentleman, that was here, that 
loves me, and 1 love him:; and if he fees you fpeak to me 
any more, he*ll thraifh^our jacket for you, iie will, yoa 
great fea^^lf. 

Ben, What» "do you mean that fair-weather fpark that 
was Tiere jnft now ? Win he thrafh my jacket ? — Let*n— 
Jet'n — But and he comeo near me, itiay-hap I may have 
p^^u a ialt ccl k)t*t fupper, for all chat. What docs father 
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menu to leave me alone as foon as I come home, with fuck' 
a djrty dowdy ? — Sea-calf! I an*t calf enough to lick yoof 

chaik*d face, you chccfc-curd yau. Marry thee! Oons, 

ni marry a Lapland witch as foon, and live upon felling 
contrary winds, and wreck*d veffcls. 

Mifi, I won't be calfd names, nor I won't be abus*d 
thus, fo I woh*t. — Tf I were a man — [criw.]— you durft not 

talk at this rate No, you duift not, you ftiaking tar» 

barrel. 



SCENE viir. 

ZTo them2 Mrs FORESIGHT and Mrs FRAIL. 

Mfs Fore. They have quarreled juft as we cou*d wifli. 

Ben, Tar-barrel ? Let your fwect-hcart there call mfe 
fo, if he'll take your part, your Tom Lflcnce, and Til (kj 
ibmething to him; gad 1*11 lace his muHc doublet for him, 
rU make hitpflink; he fhall fmell more like ^ weafel thaa 
a civet cat. afore I ha' done with 'en. 

Mrs Fore, likfs me, what's the matter ? Mifs ? What 
does {he, Qiy ? . Mr Benjamin, what have you done to 
her ? 

Ben, liet her cry: the more flie cries, the lefs (he'll 
flie has been gathering foul weather an her mouth, and 
now it rains out at her eyes. 

Mrs Fore, Come, Mifs, come along with me, and tell me, 
poor child. 

P Mrs Frail. Lord, what (hail we do ? there's my brother 
Forcflght, and Sir Sampfon cpming. Sider, do you take 
Mifs down into the parlour, and 1*11 carry Mr Benjamia 
into my chamber, for they mull not know that they are 
fall'n out.— — Cbme, Sir, will you venture yourfelf with 
me ? . [Lookivg kindly on him,' 

Ben. Venturci Mefs, axtd that I will, tho' 'twere to fea 
19 a ftorm. 

I 
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SCENE IX. 
Sir SAMPSON and FORESIGHT. 

Sir Samp, I left 'cm together here ; what, are they 
;gonc ? 6cn*s a brilk boy ; he hat got her into a corner, 
father's own fon, faith, he*H tousle her, and moazle her ; 
the rogue's (liarp fet, coming from fca ; if he fliould not 
iRay for faying grace, old Forel^ght, but fall to without 
the help of a paribn, ha ? Odd, if he iliou'd, I cou*d not 
he angry with hira ; 'twou'd be but like me, A chip of 
the old block. Ha! thou*rt melancholic, old prbgnoftication ; 
as melancholic as if thou bad(l fpilc the ialt^ or par*d thy 
sails on a Sunday. — Come, cheer up, look about 

ihee : look up, old ftar-gazcr. Now is he poring upon 
the ground for a crooked pin, or an old horfe-nail, with 
ibe head towards him. 

. Fore. Sir ^ampfon, we'll have ihc weddiug to-morrow 
tnorning. 

Sir Samp. With all my heart. 

Fore. At ten o'clock, pundbually at.tcn. 

Sir Samp. To a minute, to a iecond ; thou Hi alt iet thy 
watch, and the bridegroom iliall obierve its motions ; they 
fliall be married to a minute; go to bed to a minute ; and 
when the alarm ftrikes, they ihall keep time like the 
^gur£s of St Dunftan*s clock, and confummatum ^Jl iliall ring 
all over the parifh.— - 

SCENE X. 
ITo th4my SCANDAL. 

• Scan. Sir Sampfon, iad news. 

Fore. Blcfs us ! 

Sir Samp. Why, what's the matter ? 

Scan. Can't you gucfs at what ought to afflicl you aod 
him, and all of us, more than any thing elk ? 

Vol. I. Y 
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Sir Sam^» Body o*me, I don't know any univerfal gricr- 
ance, but a new tax, or the lofs of ^e Canary fleet. Ua- 
lefs popery £hou*d be landed in the Weft, or the French 
fleet were at an anchor at Biackwail. 

Scan. No. Undoabtedly Mr Forefight knew all this, 
and might have prevented it. 
. Fore, 'Tis no earthquake ! 
: Scan, No, not yet ; nor whirlwind. But we don*t know 

wbat it may come to. But ii has had a coafeqaence 

already that touches us all. 

Sir Samf. Why, body o'mc, out with*t. 

Scan, Something has appeared to your Ion Valentine 

— Hc*s gone to bed npon't, and very ill He fpeaks 

little, yet he fays he has a world to iay. Aiks for his fa- 
ther and the wife ForcBght ; talks of Raymond Lully', 
and the ghoft of Lilly. He has fecrets to impart f fup- 
pofe to you two. I can get nothing out of him but iigh«. 
He delires he may fee you in the morning, but would not 
be difturb*d to-^ight, becaufe he has foai£ buHnefs to do 
in a dream. 

Sir Samp, Hdity toity, what have T to do with his 

dreams or his diirinations Body o*me, this is a trick to 

4efer figning the conveyance. I warrant, the devil will 
tell him in a dream, that he mu(V not part with his eftate : 
but 1*11 bring him a parfon, to tell him that the deviPs a 
liar — Or, if that wonH do, I'll bring a lawyer that {haH 
out-lie the devil. And fo 1*11 try whether my black-^uasd 
401 his fhall get the better of the day. 

♦ 

S - c i: N E Xl. 

SCAKDAL, FQRtfSIOHT. 

ScanrAizsy Mr Forefight, Fm afraid all is not right 
«i— You are a wife man, and a confcientious man ; a ijbarch- 
«rinto bbfcurity and futurity; and if you commit an er- 
ror, it is with a great deal of conlideration and dircfaion, 
and caution. I ■ 
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Fort* Ah, good Mr Scandal ■ 

Scan. Nay, nay,. *ti» maaifeft; I do not flatter you— -< 
But Sir Sampfon is hafty, very hafty ; — 1*1x1 afraid he i% 
not fcrupulous enough, Mr Forefight — He has been wicked, 
and Heav'a graift be may tncia weU in hitaflfair with you 
— But my^mind gi? et me, thb/e thiogti eanuot be wholhf 
InQgQiiicaiQt. Ypu.are wile, andihofi'djiot be over-rcacb'd» 
methinks you fliouM not— — ^ 

. Fon* Alas, Mc S^fd^l^^Humaium t]t grrtrK 

Scam, You fay true, B\an will ttt ; mere man tvill err-»f 
but you are fomething more-^ There has been wife men ; 
but they were fuch as you-~mea who confultcd the ftars, 
and were obfervers of omen s-^ Solomon was wife, but 
how I — by hi< jiid^ent in aCbology—- So fays Pineda* in 
iiis third book and eighth chapter — ' 

Fbre, You are learned, Mr Scandal ' 

ScM. A triflcr**— but a Iotct of art— *-And the wife 
men of the Eadowed their inflru^ion to a ftar, which is 
rightly obfcrv'd by Gregory the Great in favour of aftroio" 
gy ! And Albertus Magnus makes it the moft valuable 
fcience* Becaufe,- (fays he) it teaches us to confider the 
cauiation of caufes, in the caufes of thiogs. 

For€» 1 protcft I honour yon, Mr Scandal 1 did not 

think you had been read in thcfc matters— Few young 
men arc inclin'd 

Scan, 1 thank my liars that have inclined me But I 

fear this marriage, and making over this cQate, this tranlV 
fcrring of a rightful iuhexitance, will bring judgments up- 
on us. ' I proplicfy it, and I wou'd not have the fate oC 
Caffandra, not to be bcliev'd. Valentine is difturb'd, 
what can be the caufe of that ? and Sir Sampfon is hur- 
ried on by an unufual violence 1 fear he docs not a<!t 

wholly from himfelf; meihinks he docs not look as he 
ufcd to do. 

Fore. He was always of an impetuous nature — But aa 
to this marriage, I have coafulted the Aars, and all a|>- 
pearanccs are profjicrous 

Scan, Come, come, Mr Forefight, let not the pra- 
Y» 
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fp€(St of worldly lucre cirry you beyond yoor judgmeiit, 
Bor again ft your ccmfciencc-— — You are not fatisfied thac 
you aa juftly. 

Fore, How? 

Scan. You are not iatnficd, I %.-< — I am Itoth to dif* 
courage you — But it is palpable that you are not fatiftfied. 
. Fore^ How does it appear, Mr Scandal ? I think I an 
Tcry well faiisfied. 

Scan, Either you fuSet yourielf 'to deceive yourfdf i. at 
you do sot know yourfelf. 

Fore, Pray explain yourfelf* 

Sran^ Do you deep well o*night« t 

Fore^ Very wcU. 
t Scan. Are you certain ? You do not look fb. 

Fore. I am in health, I think. 

Scan, €o was Valentine this morning; and lookM j^infib^ 

Fore. How ! am I a]ter*d any way ? I don*i perceive it. 

Scan, That may be, but your beard is longer than, it 
was two hours ago. 

Fore, Indeed ! blefs me I' 

5 C E N E Xn. 
ITo themZ Mrs FORESIGHT. 

Mrs Fore. Hufband, will you go to bed } 'Tis ten » 
clock. Mr Scandal, your Servant. 

Scan, Pox on her, (he has interrupted my defign— - 
but I muft work her into the projc<a. You keep early- 
hours, Madam. 

Mrs Fo;*. Mr Forefight is pundkual, we fit up after 
him. 

Fore. My dear, pray lend me your glafs, your little 
looking-glafs. 

Scan. Pray, lend it him. Madam HI tell you the 

xeafon. [She gives him (he glafi: Scandal and fie vbijpcr,} 

My pallion for you is grown fo Tiolcnt that 1 am nq 

iongcr maftcr of myfclf 1 was imcnuptcd ia »hc mecn- 
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jng, when you had charity enough to give rte your atten- 
tion, and i bad hopes of finding another opportunity of ex- 
plaining myfelf to you — but was difappointcd all this day; 
and the uueafinefs that has attended mc ever Gnce, brin'^s 
roe now hither at this unfeafonable hoar. ■■■ 
. Mrs Fare, Was there ever fuch impudence, to.inake 
love to me befoic my husband's £acel TU Avear I'll tcU 
him, 

Scart. Do, ril die a martyr, rather than difclaim my 

paflion. But come a little farther this way, and I'll tell 

you what proje<a I had to get him ont of- the way, tha,t £ 

might have an oppottn»ity of waiting upon you. \Whifper, 

[Fore fight looking in thegla/s. 

Fore. T do not fee amy revolution here; — methxnlcs t 

look with a ferene and benign afpedfc — pale, a little pale 

but the rofes of thcfc checks have been gathered many- 
years ; — ha I I do not like that fudden flufliing Gone 

already ! — hem, hem, hem ! faintifli. My heart is pretty 
good ; yet it beats ; and my pulfes, ha t — I have none--* 
Mercy on mc— hum— -Yes, here they arc— Gallop, gallop, 
gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, hey ! whither will they hurry 
me ?— Now they're gone again— And now I'm faint again • 
and pale again, and hem ! and my, hem!— breath, hem!— 
grows flwrt ; hem ! hem ! he, he, hem ! 

Scan. It takes, purfuc it id the name of love and 
pkafure. 

Mrs Fore, How do you do, Mr Forefight 7 
Fore, Hum, not fo well as I thought 1 was. Lend m< 
your bandi * 

Scan, Look you there now— Your Lady fays, your flecp 
lias been iinquiet of late. 
Fore, y^Y likely, 
Mrs Fore. O mighty rcftkfs, but I was afraid to tell 

Him fo, He haa been fubjea: to talking and ftarting. 

Scan. Apd did npt^ufc.uybe fo .' 

Mrs FJre. Never» never ; 'till within thefe three night's ; 
I cannot fay that he has once broken my reft fincc we 
have been marrfe^. * 
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Fort^ I will go to bed. 

Scan* Do {o^ Mr Forefight, and fay yoor prayers—Hf 
looks better than he did. ' 

Mrs Fi,re. Nur/e, nurfe ! 

FoTt» Do jou thtnlc fo, Mr Scandal ? 

Scan, Yes, yes, I hope this will be gone by mornings 
taking it in time. 

Fou^ I hope fo* 



SCENE XIIL 

[r9 thtml NURSE. 
f 
Mr« Fortn Nurfe, your mafter is not well ; pot him X» 

bed. 

Scan. I hope you will be able to fee Valentine in the 
morning, — you had bcft take a little diacodion and cow- 
flip-water, and Ijr upon your back, may be you may 
dream. 

FbTc, I thank you, Mr Scandal, I will- Nurfe, let 

me have a watch-light, and lay the crums of comfort by 
mc • 

Nurfe, Yes, Sir. 

Fore. And hem, hem ! T am rcty faint. 

- Scan. No, no, you look much better. 

Fore. Do I ? And, d*ye hear— bring me, let mc fee—* 
within a quarter of twelve— hem— he, hem ! ^juft up- 
on the turning of the tide, bring me the urinal : — And I 
hope, neither the lord of my afccndant, nor the moon wilt 
be corobuft ; and then I may do well. 

Scan. Ihopefo leave that tome; I will erc<a« 

fcheme ; and I hope I Qiall find both Sol and Venus ia 
the fixth houfe. 

Fare. I thank you, Mr Scandal ; indeed that would be 
a great comfort to mc. Hero, hem ! good ni^ht. 



d by Google 



t O V E F O R L a V E. a^f 

SCENE XIV. 
SCANDAL, Mr« FORESIGHT. - 

Scan, Good night, good Mr Forcfight; — and I hope 
Mars and Venus i^ili be In conjun^on,— while your wif^ 
and I are together. 

Mrs Fore. Well, and what ufe do you hope to make of 
this project? You don't think that you are ever like to 
fucceed in your defign upon me ? 

Scan- Yes, faith, I do; I have a better opinion both of 
you and myfelf, than to defpair. 

Mrs Fore» Did you ever hear fuch a toad ?— iarkyc, de- 
,vil ; do you think any woman honed ? 

Scan. Yes, fcveral very hoiicft; — they'll cheat a little at 
cards, fufnetimes, but that's nothing. 

Mrs Fore. PThaw ! but virtuous I mean. 

5f«a. Yes, faith, I believe (omt women arc virtuous 
too ; but 'tis as I believe fomc men are valiant, througb 

ifcar For why fliould a man court danger, or a woman 

iliun pleafure ' 

- Mrs Fure, O monftrous I what arc confcicncc anJ ho- 

irour ? 

Scan. Why, hiinour is a public enemy ; and confcicnce 
a domeftic thief; and he that would fccure his pjcafurc, 
muft pay a tribute to one, snd go halves with t'other. As 
for honour, that you have fccur'd; for you have purchas'd 
a perpetual opportunity for pleafure. 

Mrs Fore, An opportunity for pleafure ! 

Scan, Ay, your hufband ; a hufband is an opportunity 
for pleafure; fo you have taken care of honour, and 'tis 
the leaft I can do to take care of confcicncc. 
^ Mrs Fore, And (o you think we are free for one an- 
other ? 

Scan, Yes, faith, I think fo; I love to fpeak my mind. 
* Mrs Fore, Why, then I'll fpcak my mind. Now, 
at to this af&ix between yoa. and me. Here you make 
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love tome; why, TU confefi it docs not dirpleafe me* 
Your perfon is well enough, and jour underftanding if 
not amifs. 

Scan. I have no great opinion of myfelf; but I think Vta 
neither deform'd nor a fool. 

Mrs Fcff. But you have a vilIainou» charatSter; you are 
a libertine in fpccch as well as pradlice. 

Scan. Come, I know what you would fay, you think 

it more dangerous to be fcen in convcrfation with me, 
than to allow Tome other men the laA favour ; you millake, 
the liberty I take in talking is purely affedbed, for the 
fervice of your fex. He that fird cries out, Stop thief, ii 
ofteii he that has (toVn the treasure. I am a jsggler, that 
^<St by confederacy; and if you pleafe, we'll put a trick 
upon the world. 

Mrs Fore, Ay ; but you are fuch an univerfal jugglev, 
*->that Vm afraid you have a great many confe^eratesr 

Scan. Faith, Tm found. 

Mrs Fore. O, fy I'll fwear you'^re impudent. 

Scan. I'll fwear you're bandfome. 

Mrs Fore. Fi(h, you*d tell me To, though you did not 
think fo. 

Scan. And you'd think fo, though I Hiould not tell you 
ib. — And now ( think we know one another pretty well, 

I^lrs Fore. O Lord, who's there ? 

SCENE XV. 
ITo them'} Mrs F R A I L tfni B E N. 

Ben. Mefs, I love to fpeak my mind -Father hai 

nothing to do with mc— Nay, 1 can't fey that neither ; he 
has fomcthing to do with me. But what does that fignify ? 
if fo be, that I ben't minded to .be fteer'd by him; 'tis as 
tho*f he (liould drive againd wind and tide. 

Mrs Frail. Ay, but, my dear, we muft keep it iccrct, 'till 
the cftate be fettled; for you know marrying without aa 
flUte, IB like failing in a ibip without ballad. 
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Ben, He, he, be; why, that's true; jud Co for all the 
world it is indeed, as like as two cable-ropes. 

Mrs Frail. And though I have a good portion, you know 
one would not vedturc all in one bottom. 

Ben, Why, that's true agaio ; for mayhap one bottom 
may fpring a leak. You have hit it indeed, Mefs, you've 
nick'd the channel. 

Mrs Frail, Well, but if you Ibould forfake me after all, 
you'd break my heart. 

Ben, Break your heart ! I'd rather the ASarygpld fhou'd 
break her cable in a {U)rm, as well as I love her. Flefli, 
you don't think I'm falfe-hearted like a landman. A Tailor 
will be honeft, tho'f mayhap he has never a penny of mo* 
ney in his pocket Mayhap I may not have ib fair a 

face as a citizen or a ceurtier; but for all that, I've as good 
blood in my veins, and a heart as found as a biiket. 

Mrs Frail, And will you love me always ? 

Ben. Nay, an Tlove once, I'll flick like pitch; I'll tell 
you that. Come, I'll fing you a fbng of a failor. 

Mrs Frail. Hold, there's my fifter; I'll call her to hear it» 

Mrs Fore. Well, I won't go to bed to ray hulband to- 
night ; becaufe I'll retire to my own chamber, and think 
of what you have faid. 

Scan, Well ; you'll give me leave to wait upon you to 
your chamber«door^ ^nd leave you my lad inftretflions i 

Mrs Fore, Hold, here's my iifler coming towards us. 

Mrs Frail, If it won't interrupt yoti, I'll cotertain you 
with a fong. 

Ben, The fong was made upon one of our (hip's-^ni^^t 
wife; our boatfwatn made the fong ; mayhap you may 
know her, Sir. Before Ihe marry'd, ihe was call'd buxom 
Joan of Deptford. 

^caa. I have heard of her. [Bcn/r^r* 
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BALLAD. 

8«t Vf Mr John Ecclet. 

^ I- 

A tinker eni m tailar, 

Hcd o»ee M iouhtfiil firife, Si% 

Tc make a maid a wrfe. Sir, 

Whjt name wei buxom JoatU 
Jtr now ihe lime vtas ended^ 
Wbenjhe no more intended, 
7o lirk ber lips at men. Sir, 
jind gna-w the Jkeets in vain^ Sir, 

A{td Ij 0* nights akne, 

ir. 

The foldier fwre Eke ihunder^ 
He Uv*d ber m^re thanylundef / 
jtnd Jbew*d ber many a /car, Sir^ 
That he bad iron j bt jrom far, ^^ 

With fgbtwg for ber fake. 
The tailor thought /• pieafe her^ 
With off 'ring ber his meafure*^ 
The tinker too -with mettle^ 
Said be c§uld mend ber ket^le^ 

Andfiop up ev*ry leak. 

111. 

But while thefe three were pratin^^ 
The Jailors Jtily -wailing. 
Thought if it came about, Str, 
That theyjbouU all fall out, Sir^ 
He then might play bit part. 
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Andjuft e*en as be nieant^ Sir^ 
To loggerheads they -vaent^ Sir^ 
And then he let fly at her 
A pot *twixt vfind and water. 
That won this fair maid's hfart* 

'Ben. If (bme of our crew that came to ice me, are not 
^one, you {ball fee that -we Tailors can dance fometimcs, as 
■well as other folks. [WA(^fcj.j I warrant that brings *cm, 
an they be within hearing. 

Enter SEAMEN. , 

Oh here they be — ^and fiddles^ong with 'em ; come, my 

lads, let*8 have a round, and I'll make one. [^Dance*. 

Ben. We're merry folks, we failors, we han't much to 

care for. Thus we live at Tea; cat bifket, and drink 

dip ; put on a dean fhirt once a quarter come home 

.and ly with our landladies once a year, get rid of a little 
money ; and then put off with the next fair wind. iio\r 
d'ye like us ? 

Mrs Frail. O you are the happieft, merried inen alive. 
Mrs Fore. We're beholden to Mr Benjamin for this en- 
tertainment. I believe *i\s late. 

jBfff. Why, forfootb, an you think fo, you had bcft go 
to bed. For my part, I mean to tofs a can, and remember 
^y fwect-heart, afore I turn in; may-hap I may dream 
.of her.^ 

Mrs Fore, Mr Scandal, yon had befl: go to bed and 
^eam too. 

Scan. Why faith, I have a good lively imagination ; 
jind can dream, as much to the purpofe as another, if I fet 
about it ; but dreaming is the poor j:etrcat of a lazy, hope- 
iefs, and impcrfc(£k lover; 'tis the laft glimpfe of love to 
worn -out iinners, and the faint dawning of ablifs to wifli- 
ing gills, and growing boys. 
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Thcrr^* novght bnt willing, wakiag lore, that «» 
Make bleft the ripen'd maid and fintfliM maa. 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Ya]entin€*8 Lodging. 
t C A N D A L, M<f J E R E MT. 



W^ 



Scandal. > 

jELL, is your maftcr ready ? docs he look madl/i 
and talk madly } 

Jerr. Yes, Sir; you -need mak« no great dout>t of that; 
lie that was fo near turning poet ycftcrday morning, cAt 
be much to feck in playing the madman to-day. ^ 

Scan. Would he have Angelica acquainted with thcrea* 
fon of his dcfign ! 

Jer. No, S»r, not yeti ^hc has a mind to try, 

whether his playing the madman won't make her play 
the fool, and fall in lore with him; or at lead own, that 
ihe has lov*d him all this while and conccard it. 
• Scan, I law her take coach juft now with her matdl 
and think I heard her bid the coachman drive hither. 
■ Jer. Like enough. Sir, for. I told her. maid this mdroiflj 
ihy mailer was run ftark mad only for love of her millrcfs. 
I hear a coach ftop ; if it (hould be flic. Sir, I believe Ifi 
vculd not fee her, 'till he hears how flic takes it. 

£can. Well, ril try her 'tis flic, here flic comes. 

SCENE ir. 

ITo them2 ANGELICA, -with J E N N T. 

. Ang^ Mr. Scandal, I fuppofe you don't think it a n> 
vclty, to fee a woman ¥1111 a n^ao at iiis own. lodgings in* 
morning ? 

Scan. Not upon a kiud occafion. Madam. But ff^^' 

, a 
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% !a^«om«stymiiBicjUly^o tolblt ariun'd lover, and mtikt 
itavmlfeft Che cra^l tviiimpha of ber beauty ; the-barlurttTi uf 
it ibmetking furprifcs me^ * - I 

•' irfij^. I a«i^ Uikie riM4ery.lvoi|i a icrion fate ■ .» M -]hray 
iN]I'me><i^hat'ft the matter? 

'• Jtn' Niyfttatige inottcr, Msdam^ my maftcr's fflad,th:<t*« 
mil ? Muppofe -yGMr- LadyAup-hoa -Miooglit tkim fo a- great 
while. "" : 

- jfM^. Ho^^y^ mentit'niafl ? ' 

• • Jir. Whyi faith,- Madam, Kc*fr mad-M 'wjiot of hii't^its^ 
|ufl As he w^s ptf&t for ivatrt ^•n<i>fieyr-hfs,rh«ad l« «ie^ 
fts 'iigiit -ai Ms {Soeketv «ad ioy.'ibddythat 'lia«.« muMl 
^o '^ bad bargain, can't do bette* tiiaD cb bef UmAxsiiis 
^eftatc: '' • • • f •':••'. I 
' j4ir^. U you ii»e^k tmih, your eadeavouriiig u wit u 
Very ttnfcaTooable*^ • • •••• ' t.». .,.i. < . ..t"..,» .^S 

&tfr;. Ske*» concert) *d, and* i^vcfbim. < [«^yi% 

' 'Aftg: Mr Scandal, yon cao'ilhink q|c gaSty.of fo mnch 
iDhumanity, as Dt»t t<> be <lob^rn^d fora riian imufl!«wn 
tnyftfir jQibligM to»— pray toll me truth. ' , • t . . 

Scan, Faith, Madam, I wiOi celling a lie would. meM 
^e matter, ilut this is no neiv effoSk of an nniUcce&ful 
)>afCon. \ r 

4*Jg^ ap^t,'] I Itnom iiot What t6 think » ■ - i > -Yet I 
, IhouV) be t^ex'd to bav^ a trick put. upon me . i - i - n May f 
tiot fee him? ' r 

• 5i:<f/f. Via aflriiid tbe-^hytWian is not willuig you fbou'd 
ftc him yet-*--*- Jeremy, ga-ia and^nquire. j 

SCENE nr. 

[ SCANI^AL, ANGE Lie a, J^NNt. ''- ' i 

•, -'' • • : : .^'' ••'-> 
^J7^» Ha! T (aw him wink and fmile— — ^ fislnty-'da J^ 
Irick— ril try.^*^ — I would difguife to all the world a fail* 
log, which 1 muft o\vn» to you^^— I fear my happtnefs de- 
, pends opon the recovery of Valentine. Therefore I con- 
jure yoQ, as you arc bis friend, and as you baTCCompaflion 
Vo&. h S 
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vpon cme feaifiil of afflitftion, to tcIL lac what I am t« 
iKipe fof' ■ ■ I cannot (peak— But you may teU me« 
for you know what 1 would aik. . 

- Sea»4 So, this i» prttty pUia— -^Bc not too much con- 
cerned, Madam, I hope his condition it not defperate : aa 
•cknowlcdgment of kifvefrdni yois p6rhap«, may wourk a 
cnre ; as the fear of your arerfion occafion^d hia diftcfQr 
per. 

Attg^ epde\ Say you lb ? nay, then V%m oooviac'd: and 
jf I don*t |4ay.t«ick/or tiick, may .1 never taftc the pka- 
|*U«« of revenge Ackpoyledgegacnt'Of love! I £od you 

lw¥e millakcn my comp^on, and think me ^ilty of a 
areidLaeft I'm a Granger lo, But I ha?e too much (iQcerity 
to deceive you, and too much charity to fuiSer him to he 
dieliidtfd witl^ vain hspet. Good nature »nd humanity 
oblige me to be coneem*d for him ; but to love is zither 
'In my power nor inclination; and if be can't be cur*d 
ivithoot 1 fuck the poifon from his wouaili, I'm afrai4 b< 
motk\ tt€ov€t bis fenfes 'tillvl ioie mine. 

Sean. Hey, brave womaut iVaith— ''« — Won't you fee 
IiIqi then, if be deike it ? / 

• ^v;. What fignify a madmau's defires ! Bciides, 'twou^ 
make me uneafy-^If I don*t fee him, perhaps my concern 
for him may kflen-*-If 1 forget him, *tis no more than he 
has done by bimielf ; and now the Airprife is over, me« 
thinks I am not half fo forry as 1 was. 
' Seat}, So, faith, good -nature works apace ; you were con* 
fefling an obligation to his love^- 

jiMg, But I have confider*d that paffions are unreaibn- 
«ble and involuntary; if he loves, he can^ help it ; and if 
I don*t love, I can't help it; no more than he can help his 
being a man, or I my being a woman ; or no more than I 
can help my want of indioatioA to ftay loqgcr her e ■ * 
Came^ Jenny. 
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SCANOAI4 JZIIEMT. 

Sr«k Humph l*-A» sdmixable coiiip«iaioa, faith, this 
ikme womankind 1 

Jff . What, is (he gone. Sit ? 
* Scaa* Gooe..^ why (he^was Acrer here? not any wliere 
rile; nor I don't know her if I fee hert aor yon neither. 

- Jer. Good kckf what*t the matter now ? Are anjr more 
of OS to be mad ? why. Sir, my maftcr longs to fee her; 
and is almoft mad in ^ood carneft^ with the joyful news of; 
ber being here. ^ 

Scaa, We are all under a miftak^— — Aik no qacAiini*^ 
lor f can't refobe yon; but 1*11 tntorm yonr mafter. Im 
tkii mean time, if oUr i^roje^ fuccecd od better with bis 
father, than-it doe* with his mS%eCs, he may descend from 
his eialtation of madncfs into the road of commcm feplicy 
and be content only to be made a fool with other reason- 
able people. I hear Sir ^ainpfon* You ka<»w jont cue i 
1*U to your maAcr. 

S C £ K £ V. 

' JERE-MY, Sir SAMPSON LSG£ND, 'with 4 
LAWYER. 

- 8ir SAmf,' D'ye ree,>M« Bnckarm, here's the paper ^M^ 
with his own hand. 

' Bucit* Good, Sir. And the con^yance is ready drawn 
IB this box, if he be ready to fign and feal. 

- bxT Samp. Ready, body o*me, he muft be ready: hie 
iham-ficknefs (hau*t excofe him — O, here's his icoundircl': 
Sirrah, where*s your mafter ? 

Jer, Ah, Sir, he's quite gone. 

Sir Samp, Gone! What« iie is not dead } 

Jtr, No, Sir, not dead. 

2» 
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4^ LOVlFOtLOTB.. 

Sir Samp. What, ift he gone out of town, nmaway, ha^ 
haf he f rick d me ? fpeak^ vaulet. 

7rf. No, ao, Sir, he*8 fafe eoough, Sir, an he were but 
AS I'ound, poor gcaclcmaa. tic it iadce^^ here, Str» and: 
not here, 6ir. 

Sir Samp Hoy-da^, raibif,- do yoa baater ate? Sbitih,^ 
d*yc baater me ?-*^->Speak, Sirrah, ivherc i» ke, foi^I «3I 
find him. 

: 7>r. Would' yao could, Sir; for hef^Hofhhimlclfv h^ 
deed. Sir, 1 hayeakDoft- broke my hicaniaboiu^iiim^-^'*^ 
I can't refrain tears wheb i tbhikof.bim,'Sic:-rm.a5.i0e*. 
lancbolf <6r him at a palBng'^bcll^ Sir; tea horie. is * 
pood. 

Sir Samp, A pox. confound your EmiHtudos, Sir. - j 

Speak to be onderftood« and tell- nie in |ilam. tanns. what 
ibr matter is with biai^ or 1*11 cia<^; yoiir fool's £eo\l, • 

Jrr, Ah, yoo'fehititt Sis, that's. the ftuttei) witb. hi nij^ 
Sir; hisikuil't ciack'd, p«»g€atklQiwi..beVlbir^ jouidt. 
iSir. 

Sis. Samp. Mad I 
. Buck^W,h»ri$^hej»nifmp»tS^ 

Jer. Quite nou compos. Sir. . j ,. c« _ , 

Buck. Why, then all's obliterated, ^W Sampfoa, if he bcK, 
fton compos meutii^ his aiSbtand deed will be of uo cffedl) it ilk 
^9t good in law. 

Sif .Sump. Oons, I won't believe it; let me fee him, Mr. 
^Mad, V\\ make him findi his-fcnfc's. 

Jer. lilt Scaadal is with , him, Sir ; Til knock at th& 
4^01. \GQtsMtbe:S€tneryiii«b'9pm^, 



S C £ N B TL 

5»r SAMPSOK^ V A L E NT I N,E, SCANDAL, J &, 

' R K M Y /iff^ t A W T|:iC, Valeminr «;>94 4i CQ^^hii^- 
urdtrlj drtfi*i, . 

< • . '' 

Sir Samp. How ilow, wbat^4 bcsc to dp f. ^ 
?W. jlla ! -who's that I , 
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Scan. For Hcavctt'i fake (ofti/, Sif , and gcnlty ; doa^* 
provoke him. 

Veil. Anfwer mc, who is that, and that ? 

Sir Samp. GadfBobs, doe« he not tru^t^ me ? Is he miP 

chlevous ? I'll fpcak gently Val, Val, doft thou noU 

know me, hoy ? not know thy own father, Val ! I am 
ihy owtt father, and this k honeft Bri«f Buckram tiie 
iawyec. i 

Vai It may be fo ■ I did not know yon the world 

h full— —There arc people tfia^ we do know, and people 
that we do not know;- and yet the fun flikiec upon aU 
alike •— -— There are fathers th^ have many children } 
and there are childrea that have many father^-— — ' Tf r 
ilrang^ ! but I am Truths and come to give the world tb#^ 
Me. 

Sir Samp, Body o' me, I- hko^ aolf- %*hdt to ^y to* 
kim^- 

Val, Why doeit the lawyer wear black ?^~I>oe8 he carf^ 
hii confcience withoutfide ?'«-Lawyer^ what a^t tbeu ? dof¥ 
thou- know me f 

Buck. O Lord> what maft 1 faf ?7-yes, Sir: 

Vai Thou lyeftv for I am Tsuth. 'Tis hard' I cannot 
get a HveUhood amongft y<nk l^bave bcea fworn out of 
Weflminftcr-Hall the firft day of every term— let me fee-^ 
90 matter how long-^but Til tell you one thing ;• ^tll » 
queftsoa thac would puzxle an atithmeticiac. if you (houldf 
aik him, wlieifaer the bible faves more fools id Wefbmin-- 
ftfcr-Abbcyj or damns more in Wcflmmfter-Hall ; for my 
part, I am Troth, and cah-t teU ;< I- have very few acquaint-^ 
•nc&. 

Sir Samp, Body o'me^ he talk» fenfibly in his madneft-^ 
&as he no later vals? 

Jer, Very fliort, Sir, 

Bud* bit, I cad do you no fervice white he*s-4o thiscoil-- 

ditipn ; here's your paper. Sir he may do mc a mifchicf 

If J ftay^— the conveyance is ready^ ^ir,it Wiccov«i«hI«^ 
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«>• L cry E' ro/RT l o v^e.^ 

SCENE VII. 

fit 6A,MJ>SON, VALE.VTINX; 5 C A N D \ t; J1^- 
RE MY. 

■; Sir Samf. HoH; hold, hotd, don't you go yet. 

' San. yo»*d better let htm go, Sir; and i^ad- An- bim iF 

liierc be occaiion; for I fancy bis prefeoce provokes hiitf-. 

'• Vol. U the taTVyer gone ? 'Tw well, then we may drralf: 
thoxit witliont going together by the cars — ^heigh-ho 1 what: 
A^dOck it*C? my father heve ! your blef!ing, Sir. 

Sir Samp. He reeovers— bldf^ thee, Yal,-— bow iloft tho«-< 

VaL Thank Jroa, Sir, pretty well-^ Ihave been a Iltlk 

4mt 6f otdcf**— won't you pleafeto fit, Sir ? 

Sir Samp, Ay, boy,— —Gome, thou JfliaU fit down bf ■ 
tee.' 
•' Val Sir, 'tii my diity to watt. 

Sir Sam[>. No, no, come, coraci fit th'ee down, honeft - 
Val ; how dofVthou do? let tnt fcel'thypulfe— Ob, pretty 
■wcH DOW, Val ; body o*^ mcj 1 was. fonj to fee thee inAxi^ • 
|>ored ; but I'm glad thou arc better, honefi Val. 

VaL I thank yon, Sir-. 
' jjffl». Miracle! the monftfer grows living. - [Afi4€,^ 

' Sir Samp. Letmc feel thy hand again, Val.; it does noti- 

*jBiake 1 believe thou caoft' write, Val ; ha, boy, thott& 

eanft write thy name, Val ? Jeremy, ftep and overtake 

^fr Bnckram, bid bhn ms^c hafte -back with the convey-* 
l»ce; quick, quick, \J» -wbijper to Jou, 

SCENE vnr: 

fir SAMPSON, VALENTIKI; SCANDAU 

Scan. That esrcs I (bou-d fttiBca fuch a heathen of anyv 
tcmoiie I .L^^f 
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t^(fy>% FORI EITfJS it^ 

Sir "Samp . Doft- tBou know this paper, Val ? 1 kooyr. 
ttiou'rt hon^, and wik per focm article »; 

[S'^cws him the paper; but hoU's it outofhtsreahii 

Val. Pray, let me fee if, Sir; You hold it. fo far oflj 
tJiat I can-t tell whetUcr I know it or no. 

Sir Samp. Sec ?t, boy ? Af, ay, why tb6«s«fe)/k;redith- 
tfs thy owa haod, Vally. : Why, lct.4ne:4€c, t* can read i% 
as plain as can be;, look you.t»J^c, [Rf<ui5J\ *VTbe cuildi^ 
«* tion of this obiigaliun"-*'-iook you, as plain.a& can ^c» 
ib it begins-^— and- then at the. bottom-—" As witacfs mj 
«* hand, VAi-£NTiN£ Lfi.GENJD,!' in grcdt tetters;, 
why, *ris as plain a» the nofein one's fa€€ ; what,, aie 1119& 
eyes better than thine? 1 believe 1 can.icad.it fajtther o^ 
yet— let me fee. [Stretcbts his arm at far at. ht ftmt 

Val. Will yo«i pleafe to let m© hold k. Sir-? 

Sit Samp. Let thee hold, fay'ft thoH ?— — Ajs ^^th a^ 
Riy heart— ^ What matter is it who holds it ? What ooftd 

any body hold it ? I'U put it up in my pocket, VaU aiwl 

then no-body need hold.it. [Puts the paper in his potiei,} 
There, Val, *tis fafe enough, boy~ but thou. flialth^yd 
It as ibon a$ thoa. haft let tby hand to another paper, 
JiltlcVal., . y 

S C E R B IX^, 

ITff ^AemJ J E R E MY, ivith B U C K R A Mi 

Val. What, i* my. bad genius here again! Oh no, it ia 
tfce lawyer with an itching palm ; and he's come to be 

Ibrateh'd — ^my naiU are not long enoughs let mt 

have a pair of red hot tongs quickly, quickly, and yott' 
fliall/ee mi a<5^ St Duniian, and load the devil by th^ 

BOfc- 

Buck. O Lord-, let me be gonei I'U n*t venture my itif 
wh amadmaiu 
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f C « N E X. 

Mr SAMPSOK, VALC^NTINE, SCANDi^L, J S^ 
X, C M Y. 

- Vol Ha, ha» fks, ft>» need net roa fa feft, hooefty ihII 
ttot ovcftftke yjOQ»-lm, ba» ha^ the rogue fouod me oiu toi 
be IB fbr.ma fauperit prefently- 

Sir Samp^ Ooos ! what a veiatK» i< here f I Iedow nofr 
irhat to ^, OS fay, aor which way to go. 
' VaL WhoV chat, that's out of fant waf ! I am Tmth, ao<l> 
can fee htm right— Harkyc, friend, the ftraight load is the 
worft way yoircan^go^— he tha; foUows his noTe always* 
wiQ verjF ofce»be led into »fttnk. Prr,hitum efl- But what 
are yon for, reUjgioa or policickt ? Thcie*s a coupie of to- 
pics foryott, BO more like .qne another than oil and vinO' 
gar; and yet thofe two beaten togethe* by a fiate^ook^ 
make iauce for the whole nation. 

Sir Samp, What the devil had l> to do, ever to beget 
|bn« ? Why did I ever marry ? 

t VaL Becaufe tLo» wert a monfter,. eld hoy ; the two: 
grcateft sionfters in the world, are a man and a. wcMRao^ 
What's thy opinion ? 

Sir Samp. Why,, my opintaa is-, that thofe two mongers* 
joined together, make yet a greater, that's a man and hU- 
wife. 

. Val. Aha, old truepenn)^ ? (sty^it thou iSt llloo haftt 
nkk*d it. But 'tis wondcrfal ftrange, Jeremy. 

Jtr. What is. Sir ? 
' Val. That^ray hairs fhoo'd cover a* green head^ and 1^ 
snake a fbolof ny father. What'fr here ! tna pater, or a 
bcarded'Syttii ? If Prophefy comes, 7r«th.nuft^fc plao^ 

8 € E- N E XJ. 

jfirS^AMP^ON, »C AND AL, FOK BiSISffT, Mrw 

rOKESiaHT, Mr» FRAIL, 

Ftire. What %» he ? What, did he prop^eTjr > Ha».3tV' 
6aii;pii»n» blefs us ! h%w an wa T 
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Sir Samp, Are^ w^ ? A pm kdjotxt- progaoftifi*Uoa ^ 

Why, wc are* fools um vte ufc to bc^-*— tlons, th^.yoiil 
<ou'd natfbrbfee? t&af'-tM! miuMi' .-woUd predomintto,- dud 
my Ton be mad— —Whereas your oppofitions, your triwei|| 
^Xidya^xr qiiadfatw—— What did ytnjr CanWn.fcnd y«iur 
Ptolomy tdl you ? your Me^ahalab »id' -y-our Lon^oniQAt 
laxiut, your Irarftiony o£ chiromancy with afUtolc^y ? Ah t 
forott'r, tfa^C'I'tbut'kncm th£'wo»ld>'aod xi^'nod maai 
sers,, that doo'« believe a Tyllable in the iky and. (kaOtl 
«ntl i^ir aad-attnaxKi9C5vaiid. tmdl', ^dulfl bedii''c2bcd<b^ 4, 
4ream^r, 9^ omen-huiitef, and defer bufittc^M tEtp^d^ 
'l^oA bt^i \ubky hour } Mrben.» iTody ^wit thit^ ^k^qf. M^ 
9 lucky hour aUcr the £sft opportuiitty. . • :'i 



SCENE xir,: 

t: . . . . , .. -- 

SCANDAL, FORESIGHT. Mn r O R K* IC fi*!^.' 
Hrs F K A I L. ' 

F(7r/. Ah) Si» Sampfdn, Hcav'kL help your head~-«Thijf^ 
Is tidne of youi ftfcky hdutl Kent^orhnWit'iioiiVfaytt, Wti':it, 
]j^ be gon^, and ib^ contempt of fciencc; ? Ill ftarsj and unf. 
convertible ignorance attend him. "t 

Sc,an, tou muft cxcijfc bis jialBoxi, Mi? Forcffgfit ;. ft* htf 
l^^is. been heartily vei'd ■ ' His ion 1* non compoi tntniiii 
4nd thereby incapable of mak' ng any coaVcyaCfcc ill l^w^ 
£} that all his mcaAJres arc diiapppintfdf 

Fdre. Ua ! fay you fo ? • - 

. ^IxsFratl What/Mi^yft^WveVlprb'liis WlffW^d^ 

^ope then ? ' l^ftdeto MnrptTC&^]!^ 

. Mrs Feire^ Oh lifter, Mfhat will you do with him.? - •' 

* Mrs fraily Do with him, fend him. tc/fea akain'fDt^e^ 
i^cxt foul weathet-^ — Hc*8 iK\$io^ii unconftaiit icfehidiit^' 
^nd won't be furprlfed to f^e' the tide 10^*^1 : ^ ' V* 

* Ftre. Wherein wVl miftaken, tjOfia fyicftc thUi- '* 
- ' • . , ^CSrJtdersi 

Siany Madam, yoq 4Q4 I can tc^ him, -fprneChing t!fcie 
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ft9# L ▼ X F O H L O V Ej 

that hr<iid not forcfcc, and more p^rticalady Ktatin^ta 
kis ouin fortune. ; [Afi^c to Mn Foreii^htf 

• Mrs. Fou. WkaC do you me«a ?^ I doa*t umleriUnd 
yt>u. 

• Scan, Httib, foftiy — the plcarures of laft sightj my dear, 
too conBdcrablc to, hfi forgot fo iboo. , 

Mrs F(7rtf. Lad night i and what would your impudence 
infer from laft night ! iafl night was like the night befoxei 
I think. 

..ScatiM *Sdcatb» dO you.makc nodifierencc between mc 
and y^nr huA>and ? 

r Mra Fmc^ Not n»ncb » ■ b e*8 fuperfUtions^ juid yoa, 
arc mad in my opinion* 

^ &can. Yon make me, mad rTou are not fcriom 

Fray, recoiled yourfclf. 

Mrs fere, O yc«, now \ remember^ you were very im- 
pertinent and impudent, ' a nd would have come t% 
bed to me. :..-.,. .^ •;■ 

Scan, And did not ? '» 

Mrs Fure. Did not { with what face can you aik the 
^eftioni 

Scmt. This I have he«rd of before* bnt never belicv*d« 
% have been told, i3ie had that admirable quality of for« 
getting to a man^s face in the morning, that fhe had Ijun 
whh hiin«,all night, and denying that (he had done favoura 

with .oifjrc impudence, than flie cou*d grant 'cni Ma- 

dj^m, X'lnyour bumble fcrvanl, and honour you. Yon 

look pretty wisll, Mr Forcfigh^.-r— — How did you reH 
laft night ? 

v^i5?ri^„Truly^. Mr .^oai^dal^^.J was (b. taken np w^h 
broken, dreams and di(lra<Sked vifions, that I remembet 
liitlew ; ,. , _ . ; ^ - - '.. • . s. 

. &tfii. *Twas a vcjy forgetting night— —But would 
y9«jiat.talk n^ith Valen^ne* ^rhaps yon may underftand 
bim} Tm aptrto believe, there is> fomethuig myftcriouf in' 
iii» dif^ofur^if^ and /qmctimes iiather think him infpii:*^ 
tbaamad. 
. Fort*. Xq«( ^?^^^ y'^^i/!?Pl^^ fi^ i»^S^cntt Mk 
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ficandai, truly 1 am iacKiiing to-yoor Ttrfkiih opinion 

in this matter, and do Kvectocc a man wbom \hc \vXgu 
think mad. Let tts fo to. him. 

Mrs Fr^f/.- Sifter, do you (lay with thero; HI find 
out my ioyer, and.j^vc him hit diichar^e, and come to 
you* O* my coniciencc here he comes« 

SCENE XIIL 

Mn WK(LIL, B£N. 

. B€n. All mad, I think-^— ^IcOi, I bejicvc all the Ca- 
lentures of tkc fea are come afliorc, for my part. 
' Mrs FraiL Mr Benjamio in choler! 

JSen- No, I'm picas'd well enough, now 1 have found 

yon Mefs, I have bad £uch a hurricane upon.) our 

account yonder. 

Mrs Frail My account, pray what*8 the matter ? 

Bin* Why, father came and found me Iquabbling with 
yon cbitty fac'd thing, as he would have me marry ,^-—« 
io he aikM what was the matter.— -—He afk'd in a furly 
Ibrt of a way — (It fcems brother Val. \t gone mad, and 
fo that put'n into a paflion ;) but what did J know tbaf, 
«rhat's that to me ?-•— ^So he afk*d in a forly fort of man- 

ner, and gad I anfwerM *en ais forlily; what tho*f he 

Im my father ? 1 ao*t bound prentice to 'en :— t — fo faith I 
told*n in plain terms, if 1 were minded to marry, I'd 
inarry to pleafc royfclf, not him: and for the young 
woman that he provided for me, I thought it more fitting 
for her to learn her iampler, and make dirt-pies, than to 
look after a hufband ; for my part 1 was none of het 
man— — 1 had another voyage to make, let him take it 
as he will. 
, Mrs Frail. So then, you intend to go to Tea again ? ' 

Ben. Nay, nay, my mind run upon you, — but I wonfal 
not tell him fo much — So he faid he'd make my heart 
ake; and if fo be that he cou*d get a woman to his mind; 
))c*d marry bimfdf. Gad, lays 1, and you play the fool 
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fcnd iftarrjr at- thtCe yeftfB,' rfaerc's more danger, of ym* 
liead'^ z\ang thsts 'my-'he«r».— *^*«-He im»% ^wsimdy angrf 
when I gaLV*n that wipe. ' * i Hit inid)nt ;i word to fay^ 
6itd fo I fliffi^V, Si&d tht green girl together; may-hAp 
the' hee msy bite, snM fae^M Mal^ry li^ ^rimfcK, with sSL 

toy heart. • ♦• • - .^ 

Mrs Pr<3i7. An4 were you this uodutiful aad graoelefc 
wretch to yoor falhoc ? 1 r. .. ^ 

Beif. Then why was he gracelcfs firil ? ■ ■ ■ If I am nn* 
dutiful ami gractlciV, -why^diH he Hegetme fi> ? J did not 
get m)(elf? .. . . • . . . . , . 

Mrs Fr^iT. O impiety! ilow have I been niifta]d»l 
What an itihuman mercilcrs creature have 1 Tet my heart 
tipoa: O I am happy to "have difcovc|r'd the {Iielve& and 
Ijuickfaads that iDrk beneath that falthlers fmiling Face! 

Beii. Hey tofs! what's the matter now? UTiy, yen 
ben't *ogry, be you 2 

Mrs Frail. O fee me no more,— — fpr thou wext 
t^orn amon^ft rocks, fuckled by whales, cradled m a tem^ 
ped, and whLflled to by winds ; and thou att come fortk 
with (ins and fcales, and three rows of teeth, ^i moft out* 
lagious nfli of prey. . 

Ben, O Lord, O Lord, {he's m ad, p oor young woman» 
love has. turii'd her fenfcs, her brain is quite overfct* 
Wtll-aday, how (hall I do to Cct her to rights ? 
. hivs Frail. No, no, I am not mad, monfter, I am wile 

fOQUgh t() find you out. HadU thou the impudence t6 

afpire at being a hufband with that ftubborn and dlfobe* 

SieDt tamper ? You that know not how to fubmit to A 

father, prefume to have a fuffio'cnt (lock of duty to un* 
dergo a wife ? I flvould have been finely fobb*d indeed^ 
Very iSnely fobVdV v ~ ~* 

Bfft. Fark'y* forfooth; if fo be thit you arc in your 
light fcnfes, d^ye fee; for ought as I perceive Vm like to 
liC f>fic)vJobb*d,--^if .1 h.ive got anger here upon your aC* 

opuni, and you are tack*d about already, What d'y^ 

joaeaaV after all your fair fpeeches, and Ibroaking my cheeka« 



d by Google 



tOVE FOR tOV«. i7r 

snd Idffing and hugging, what wouM you flieer off fo ? 
WouVl you, and leave me aground ? 

Mrs Frail, No, I'll leave you adrift, and gb which 
way you will. 

Ben» What, are you fairc-hcartcd then ? 

Mrs Frail* Only the wind's chang'd. 

Ben,. More fliame for you,- the wind's chang*d ? - ■■ 

'Tis an ill wind blows no^body good,— -may-hap I have 

a good riddanr ; on you", if thcfe be your tricks what 

did you mean all this while, to make a foot of me? 

Airs Frail. Any fool but a hu(band. 

Ben. Hulband! Gad ( wou'd not be your hun>and, if 
youwou'd have me; now I know your mind, tho'f yea 
had your weight in gold and jewels, and tho'f I lov'd you 
never fo welU 

Mrs FraiL Why, can'ft thou love, PorpuiTc ? 

Ben. No matter what I can do ; don't call me names,-*-- 
I don't love you fo well as to bear that, whatever I did 

I'm glad you fliew yourfelf, mil^reis ; Let them 

marry you, as don't know you :— — Gad i know you 
too well, by fad experience; I believe he that marries 

you will go to fea in a hcn-peck*d frigate 1 beiievc 

that, young woman and mayhap m^y come to an 

anchor at Cuckold 's-Poin t ; fo there's a dafh for you, take. 
it as you will, may-hap you may holla after me when I 
won't come to. 

Mrs Frail, Ha, ha, ha, no doubt on't,— 

Mj trut love is gom tojta^-^ ISiaos, 

SCENE XIV. 
Mrs FRAIL, Mrs F O R £ S I G H T. 

Mrs Frail O fiftei, had you come a minute fboner, 
you would have fccn the refolution of a fover.— Hcneft 
Tarr and I arc parted--— — and with the fame indliLrencc 

rhat wc met; O my life I am half vcx'd at the iuica- 

dbility of a brate that I defpis'd. 

Vol. I. A a 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



^7t BOVfiFORI^OVS. 

Mrs FfTf. What, then, he bore it moft heroically ? ^ 

Mrs Frail, Moft tyrannieally ^for you iee he has 

got the ftart of me; and I the poor forfakcn maid am left 
com plai Ding on the fliorc. But I'll tell you a hint that 
he has given mc^ Sir Sampfon is enraged, and talks dcf- 
peratcly of commtttiog matrimony himfcl f if he hat 

a mind to throw- himfclf away, he can't do it more cffedu' 
ally than upon me, if we could bring it about. 

Mrs Fore» Oh, hang him old fox, he's too cunning; bc» 
fides, he hates both you and me. But T have a proje<5fc inr 
my head for you, and I have gone a good wa^ tewards it, 
I hkve almod made a bargain with Jeremy, Valentine's 
man, to fell his mafter to us. 
. Mrs Fra/L Sell him, how ? 

Mrs Fore. Valentine raves upon Angelica, and took me 
for her, and Jeremy fays will take any body for her that 
he impofcs on him. Now I have promifed him moun- 
tains, ]f in one of his mad fits he will bring you to him 
in her (lead, and get you married together, and put to 
bed together; and after confummation, girl, there's no 
revoking. And if he fliould recover his fenfes, he*Il be 
glad at leaft to make you a good fetilement. Here they 
come : fland aiide a little, and tell me how you like the 
dcfign. ' 

SCENE XV. 

Mr« FORESIGHT, Mrs FRAIL, V il L E N T I N E, 
SCANDAL, FORESIGHT, and JEREMY. 

Scam And have you given your maQcr a hint of their 
plot upon him T ' [To Jcr. 

Jer Yes, Sir ; he fays he'll favour it, and miftake her 
for Angelica. 

Scan. It may make us fport. 

Fore. Mcicy on ns ! 

VaL Huflit — interrupt me not—I'll whifper predidtion 
to thee, and thou flialt prophefy— -I am l^uth, and can. 
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teach tbjr tongue a aew trick— •»— I liav« tnid thee w^at*s 
paft— now ru tell what'* to como--€loft thou know what 
trill happen to-morrow ? — Anfwer mc not— for 1 will tell 
thee. To'morrow, knaves will thrive through craft, aod 
fools through fortune, and honcfty ^H go as it did, fro(l« 
tiipt in a fummer-itut. AQl me quedions concerning to« 
saorrow ? • ^ 

Scan* Aik him, Mr Fore fight. 
JFore. Prajj what will be done at court ? 
s Val. Scandal will teit you— — ^1 am Truth, I never comi 
there. 

Fore^ In the city ? 

, VaL Oh, prayers will be faid* in etnpty churches, at the 
tifual hours. Yet you will ice fucli zealous faces behind 
counters, as if religion were to be fold in every ihop. Oh 
things will go methodically in the city; the clocks wilt 
.Ibrike twelve at noon, and the horn'd herd buz in the Ex- 
change at tvio. . Wives and hufbands will drive diftin<5t 
trades, and care and pleafure feparately occupy the family. 
Cofleehoufes will be full ofiinoke and flnitagem. And the 
cropt prentice, that fweeps his maker's 0iop in the morn- 
ing, may ten to one dirty his fhcets before night. But 
there are twa things that you will iee very ftrange ; 
wbich are wanton wives with their legs at liberty, and 
Xame cuckolds with chains: about their necks, fiut hold, C 
mun examine you before I go further; you lookfufpici- 
oufly. Are you a huiband ? 
Fore. I am married. 

VaL Poor creature ! is your wife of Covent-gardcn paf ifli I 
Fore, No ; St Martinis in the fields. 
Val. Alas, poor man; his eyes are funk, and his hands 
ihfiVvU'd ; his legs dwindled, and his back bow'd, pray*, 
pray, for a metamorphofis — change thy tliape, and fliake 
ofFage; get the* Medea's kettle, and be boii'd anew; come 
forth with lab'ring callous hands, a chine of ilecl, and 
^tlas* ilioulders. Let Taiiacotius trim the calves of 
twenty cbaiimen, and make thee pededals to (land eredk 
upon, and look matrimony in the face. Ha, ha, ha \ 
Aa* 
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that a man fliou'd have a ftomach to a wedding fupper, 
when the pigeons ought rather to belaid to hirfeet, ha^ 
ha, ha. 

Fare. His frensy is very high now, Mr ScandaK 

Scan, 1 believe it is a fpriog tide. 

Fore. Very likely, truly ; you underftand thcfc matters; 
-;— —Mr Scandal, 1 fliall be very glad to confer with yon 
about thefe things which he has utter'd' — his fayings are 
very myderious and hieroglyphical. 

VaL Ob, why would Angelica be abTent from my cyei^ 
fd long ? 

Jer Shc*8 here, Sir. 

Mrs Fore. Now, Sir. 

Mrs fWoil, O Lord, what miift I (ay T 

Srati. (Jumbur him. Madam, by all means. 

VaL Where is flic ? Oh, I fee her ; ^flxe comes Ulcr 

riches, health, and liberty at Ance, to a defpairing, fkag^ 
ving, and abandon *4 wretch. Oh welcome, welcome. 

Mrs Frail. How d'ye, Sir ? Can I fcrvc you ? 

VnL Harkyc, — 1 have a fecret to tcH you — Endyrotoife: 
and the moon (hall meet us uponinount Latmos, and we'll 
be married in the dead of night — but fay not a word. Hf*^ 
men fiiall put his torch into a dark lanthom, that it Ji;ia7~ 
be fecret ; and Juno fliall give her peacock poppy-«iltcr, 
that he may told his ogling tail, and Argus's hundred «ye» 
be fliut, ha! No body Ihall know but Jeremy. . 

Mrs Frail. No, no, we'll keep it fecret, it fliall be don* 
prefcntly. 

Val The fooncr the bet ter-<p— Jeremy, come hither-— 

clofcr that none may over-hear us— —Jeremy, I caa 

tell you news; Angelica is turned nvn, and 1 am turning 
friar, and yet we'll marry one another in fpite of the Popci 
Get me a coul and beads, that 1 may |^ay my part; f6r 
flie'll meet roe two hours hence in black and white, and a 
Jtwig veil to cover the proje<ft» and we won't fee one ano- 
ther's faces, till we have done fomethtng to be aflxam'd of^ 
and then we'll blufli once for all. v 
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SCENE XVL 
. in them2 TATTLE, ANGELICA^ 

. ^r. Ill take care, an— — 

VaL Whiljpcr. 

jfng. Nay,, Mr Tattle, if you make love fo mc, you fpoif 
my defign, for I intend to make you roy confident. 

Tat. But, Madam, to throw away your peifoO) Aich » 
perfon, and fuch a fortune, on a qiadoian ? . 

Jngr I never lov*d him till he was mad; but don*t tell 
-any body fa. • ^ , 

Scan. Hoiv*8 this I Tattle making love to Angelica ? 

Tat, Tell, Madam! alas, you don't know nie 1 have 

much ado to tell your Ladyfliip how long I haye been in 

love with you but encouraged by the impolubility of 

Valentine's making any more addreflcs to you, I have ven- 
tured to declare the very inmoft pa^ion of my heart Oh, 
Madam, look upon us both j there you fee the ruins of a 

.poor decayed creature here a complcat lively figure, 

with youth and health, and. all his five fcnfes in per- 
feiftion, Madam; and to alt this, the mofl paiHonate 
lover ' 

Ang^ O fy, for {hame, hold your tongue j a paffionaie 
lover, and five fenics in perfedkion ! when you are as mad 
as Valentine, I'll believe you love me, and the maddcH; 
fliall take me^ ' 

Viil, It is enough— -^Ha, wha*8 here ? 

Mts' Frail* O'Lord, her coming will fpoil all. [To Jcr. 

Jer, No, no. Madam, h« won't know her; if he ihou'd, 
I can perfuade ham. . 

Vai Scandal, who are thefe ? Foreigners ? If they are, 

1*11 tell you what I think get away all the company but 

Angelica, that I may difcovcr my defign to her. {'A^hijper, 
^ Scan, I will^ I have difcovered fomething of Tattle, 
that is of a piece with Mrs FkuI. He couits Angelica; if 
wc cou'd contrive to couple 'cm together j hai^j'C—[////;///fr. 
A a 3 
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Mrs Fore, He won*t know you, Coufin, he knows ao«- 

body. 

Vore, But he knows more than any body-— Oh, niece, he 
knows things pad and to come, and ali the profound fc* 
crets of time. 

Tat, Look you, Mr Forefight, it is not my way to make 
many words of matters, and To I £han*t fay much — but in 
iliort, d'ye fee, I will hoM you a hundred pound now, that 
I know more fecrets than he. 

Fore. How ! I cannot read that knowledge in your face, 
Mr Tattle— -^ Pray, what do you know ? 

Tat, Why, d'ye think 1*11 tell you. Sir ? Read it in my 
face ! No, Sir, 'tis written in my heart ; and fafer there^ 
Sir, than letters writ in juice of lemon; for no fire caa 
fetch it cut. I am no b!ab. Sir. 

Val. Acquaint Jeremy with it, he may eafily bring it 

about. They arc welcome, and I'll tell *em fo myfclf, 

j; To Scandal.] What, do you fook ftrange upon me ? Thea 
J muft be plain. [ComUj^ up to them,'] I am Truth, and bate 
nn old acquaintance with a new face. 

[Scandal goes ^fide viitb Jcxv 

Tat. Do you know me, Valentine ? 

V^U You ? who are you? No, I hope not. 

Tat, I am Jack Tattle, your friend. 

VaK My friend? what to do? I am no married raanv 
and thou canft not ^y with ray wKe; I am Teiy poor, and 
thou canft not borrow money of me ; then what employ- 
xr»ent have I for a friend ? 

Tat. Kah, a good open fpcaker, and not to be truftcd 
with a fecret. 

jing. Do you know me, Valentine .* 

Val, Oh very well. 

.Aug. Who ain I ? 

Val, You're* a woman one to* whom^ Heav'n gave 

beauty, when it grafted rofcs on a briar. You are the 
reflcaion of Hcav'n in a pond, and he that leaps at you is 
funk. You are white, a fheet of lovely fpotlcfs pape#, 
when you firft are born ; but you are to be fcrawl** attil 
blotted by every goofcV qt^iU. I know you; for I lov'd 
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ft woman, and k>v*d her fo long, chat 1 found out a ftrauge 
thing ; I found out what a woman was good for. 

Tai, Ay, pr'ythcc, what's that ? 

VdL Why, to keep a fccrct. 

Taf. O Lord ! 

Val. 6 exciecding good to keep a fccret : for though (he 
fhouldtell, yet flic is not to be believed. 

Tat. Hah' good again, faith, 

Vai. I would have muii c Sing me the fong that I 

Uke 



Set by Mr Finger. 

I. 

JteUtbee, Cbarmion, could I tirne retr'tevi^ 
And could again begin U l(we and live. 
To you Ijhould my earlUJl of*riag give ; 

I kn(nv, my eyes would lead mj heart to ym, 

Andljbould all my oaths and vovfs renevf. 

But to beplaht I never would be true* 

11. 

For by our lueaJt and -weary truth, J find f 
Jjove hates to centre in a poyt ajfign*d ; 
Sm runs with joy the lircle of the mind : 

Then never let us chain whatjhould befret^ 

But for relief of either fex agree : 

Since women love to change^ and Jo do we* 

No more, for I am melancholy. [Walks muftng. 

Jcr, rildo't. Sir. [To Scandal. 

Scan, Mr Forcfight, wc had beft leave him. He may 
growot^ragious, and do mirchief. 

/or/. I will be dircdled by you. 

Jtf. to Mrs Frail] Youll meet, Madam ;— rU take 
care every thing fliali be ready. 
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Mfi FrgiL Thou fii alt do what thouwiit; in ftoff,4 
Hill deny thee nothing. 

Tit, Madam, i1i all Tirait upon 700? " [To AngA\ci. 

A:g, No, rU flay with him-^— Mr Scaodal will protoS 
mc. Aont, Mr Tattle deiir^» you would give him leave 
to wait on yon. 

T>t. Pox OD't, there's no coming off, now Ihe has iai 
that-'"— Madam, wil! yoa do me the honour ? 

Mrs F^re» Mr Tattle might have us'd lefs Gcrcmooy. 

SCENE XVIT. 
ANGELICA, VALENTINE, SCANDAL. 

Seen, Jeremy, follow 'Mr TattFe. 

Anj^. Mr Scandal, I only ftay till my maid comes, aod 
lecaufe J had a mind to be rid af Mr Tattle. 

Scan, Madam, I am very glad that I overheard a better 
rcafon, which you gave «o Mr Tattle ; for his impd-ti- 
nencc forc'd you to acknowledge a kindnefs for Valentine, 
which you deny*d to all his Aifferings and my folicitationSr 
So rU leave him to make ufe of the difcovery, and your 
l^adyfliip to the free confe{&on of your inclinations. 

A.ig. O heav'ns ! you won't leave mc alooe with a mad- 
man ? 

Scan. No, Madam, I only leave a madman to his x^ 
medy. 

S C E N -E xYirr. 

VALENTINE, ANGELICA^ 

Va\. Madam, you need not be much afraid, for I fancy 
1 begin to come to myfclf. 

Ar.g. Ay, but if I don't fit you, 1*11 be hang*d. lAftie. 

Vol, You fee what dilguifes love makes us put on : Gods 
•have been in counterfeited fliapes for the fame reafbn; and 
the divine part of me, mY mind, has worn this malk of 
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'Viadneft, and this motly livery, only at the (lave of lore^ 
and menial creature oi your beauty. 

uiag. Mercy on me, how he talks ! poor Valentine ! 

VaL Nay, faith, bow let us underftand one another, hy« 

pocrify apart The comedy draw* towards an end, 

aad let us think of leaving atfliog, and be ouilclves; and 
fuice you have lov d me, you muft Own, 1 have at Icngtb 
dcfery'd you fliould confefs it. 

Aag.fi^hi,'] I wovld I had Iov*d you for Heaven 

kaows I pity you; and could I have forefecn the fad ef- 
fe^Sts, I would have driven ; bur that's too late. \_Slghu 

VaL What fad cffedls ? What's too late ? my fcem* 

ing madnefs has dccciv'd my father, andprocur*d me time 
to tlijnk of means to reconcile me to him, and preserve the 
xi^ht of my inheritance to bis eftate^ which otherwife. by 
articles I mud this morning have redgned : and this I had 
SAformed you of to-day, but you were gone, before 1 knew 
you had been here. 

Ang. How! I thought your love of me had caus*d thit 
•franfport in your foul; which, it feems, you only counter- 
feited for mercenary ends, and fordid intered 

VaU Nay, now you do me wrong : for if any intereft 
was -confidered it was yours; fince I thought I wanted 
more than love to make me worthy of you. 

Ang* Then you thought me mercenary . But hoTr 

am I deluded by this interval of fenfe, to reafon with a* 
siadman \ 

YaU Ob;i 'tM barbarous to mifunderdand me longer. 

SCENE XIX. 
ITothem-} JEREMY. 

Ang, Oh, here's a rcafonable creature fure he will 

Hot have the impudence to perfevcre— --Come, Jeremy, 
acknowledge your trick, and confefs your mafter*8 madneft 
counterfeit. 

Jer. Counterfeit^ Madam ! 1*11 xnaintain him to be a* 
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abfolutcly an4 fubAantiallf mad, as any freeholder ?tf 
Bethlehem; nay, hc*8 as mad as any prajeAor, fanatic, 
chymifl, lover, or poet id Europe. - 

Val. Sirrah, you lie ; I am no't road. 

A^g. Ha, ha, ha, you fee he denies it. 

7rr. O Lord, Ma4am, did you ever know any SMuUnaa 
nad enough to own it ? 

Val, Sot, ean*t you apprehend ? 

A'.g. Why, he talked very fenfibly juft now* 

Jer Yes, Madam, he has intervals ; but you fee he tie- 
gins to look wild again now. 

VdL Why, you thick- fcuU'd rafcal, I tell you the faree 
is done, and I'll he mad no longer. ^ [Beats bini, 

A'!g. Ha, ha, ha, is he mad or no, Jeremy ? 

Jer. Partly, I think -for he dues not know his owtf 

mind two hours— I'm furc I left him juft now in the hu- 
Aoiir to be mad; and I thiiik I have not found him very 
quiet at this prefent. Who's there? '{Oht knocks* 

Vdl. Go fee, you fi>t. I'm very glad that 1 can move 
"your mirth, though not your compaffion. 

A g I did not think you had apprehenfion enough to 
be etccptious : but mldrncn flicw themfelves moft, by 
over-pretending to a found undcrftanding; as drunkea 
men do by ov€r-a<ft'*ng fbbricty. I was half-inclining to be- 
lieve jou, *till I accidentally touch*d upon your tender 
part : but now you have reQor'd me to my former opinion 
and companion. 
» Jer, Sir, jour father has fen t to know if you are an^ 
better yet Will you pleafe to be mad, Sir, or how ? 

Val, Stupidity \ you know the penalty of all Pm ;worth 
muft pay for the confcfGon of my fenfes ; I'm mad, and 
ViWX be mad to every body but this lady. 

Jer, So Juft the very backfide of truth— But lyin^ i» 

a figure in fptcch, that interlards the greatcft part of my 
1:oaTcriat;on—— -Madam, your Liadyflup's woman. 
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'SCENE XX. 
ANGELICA, V A L E N T I N E, J E N N Y, 

A^. Well, have you been therje ? Come hither. . 

J^'Tiny. Yes, Madam, Sir Sampfoa will wait upon yoa 
prefcntly. [-4/?,Vtf t9 Augth'ca. 

Val, You arc not leaving me in this uncertainty ? 

A'jg. Would any thin^ but a madman complain of ua-. 
certainty ? Uncertainty and expetSlation arc the joys of 
life. Security is an iniipid thing, and the overtaking and 
ppflclling of a wifli, difcovcrs the folly of the chace. Ne- 
ver let us know one another better : for the plcalurc of a 
malqueradc is done, when we come to fliew-our faces; 
i>ut I'll tell you two things before I leave you; I ahi not 
the fool you take mc for; and you are mad, and don't 
Jtiiowit, 

SCENE XXI, 
VALENTINE, JEREMY. 

VaL From .a riddle you can expedt nothing but a riddle. 
There's my inftrudtion, and the moral of my leflbn. 

Jer. What, is the lady gone again, Sir ? I hope you un- 
.dcrftood one another before flic went ? 

Va'. Undcrftood ! She is harder to be underftood than 
a piece of Egyptian antiquity, or an Irilh manufcript; 
you may pore 'till you fpoil your eyes, and not improve 
your knowledge. 

Jer. I have heard Vm %, Sir, they read hard Hebrew 
books backwards; may be you begin to read kt the wrong 
cad. 

Val They fay Co of a witch's prayer : and dreams 
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and. Dutch almanacs are to be under flood by contraries. 
But there's regularity and method in that ; (he is a me- 
dal without a reverfe or infcription, for indifference has 
both ddes alike. Yet while ihe does not Teem to hate 
ne, I will purfue her, and know her if it be poi&ble, in 
fpite of the opinion of my (atirical friend, Scandal, who 
lays, 

That women are like tricks by flight of band. 
Which, to admire, we {hould not underhand. 
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A C T V, S CIE N 1 I. 

>jf J?co« f« Forcfighfj Hoafh 
ANGEXfCA 4xi JENNlr. 

AveKLICJL. 

WHT-TIE is Sir Satnpfon? Difl you not tell me he 
would be here before me ? 

7r««y. He's at tbe gfeatglafs »a the dining-room, Ma- 
■^m, fettiixg his cravat and Wig. 

Aug, How ! I'm glad ott't ^Ifbe has a mind I flioulS 

tiTte him, 'tis a fi^n he ^kes m< j and that'f more than half 
^ny dcfiga. 

Jenny, I hear him, MaSam. 

Ani* Leave me : d*ye hear, if Valentine fiiould come, 0» 
;fcad« I am not to be ipokcn with. 

IS c £ N E n. ' 

XnGELICA, Sir sAmpsoKF^ 

Sir Samp. I have not been honoilfcM with the eonHnaadf 
-tof a fair lady, a great while— Odd, Madam, you have re- 
vived n»c— not finde I tras five and thirty. 

Ang. Why, you have no great reafon to complain, Sir 
Sampfon, that is not long ago. 

Sir Samp' Z5oks, but it is, Madam, a very great while, 
to a man that admires a fine Mimati as much as I dow 

»f»/k You're an abfolute courtier, Sir Sampibo. 

Sir Samp. Not at all, Madam ; ods-bud you wrong me ( 
I am not id old neither, to be a barie courtier, only a man 
of words : odd, Jl have warm blood about me yet, ani 

VOL.1. Bb 
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-tan fcrv^ a lady any wa y ■ Come, come, let me tell 
you, you women think a man old too foon, faith aad 
<troth yoa do ^-— Come, doft*t defpHe-fifty ; o4d,. fifty, ii. 
.a hale conftitution, is no fuch contemptible age. 

^ag. Fifty a contemptible age! Not at all, a very 
-faOiionaUe age, I think > I a0ure yoa, I know very 
•confiderable bcaus, that fct a good face upon fifty': fifty! 
I have fccn fifty in a fide-box, by candic-ltght, out-blo^ 
Xom five*and-twcnty. 

Sir Samp. Outfides^ out fides ; a ptze take 'em, mere 
xiutfides; bang your ifide-box bcaus; no, Vm bone of 
<thore, none of your forced trees, that pretend to blo^om 
4n the fail,. and bud when they (liould bring forth fruic 
I am of a long-liv*d race, and inherit vigour : none of my 
>£iaceftor6 married till fifty; yet they begot Tons and daugb- 
.ters 'tilLfourfcore ; } am of your patriarchs, I, a branch 
vof one of your antediluvian families, fellows that the flood 
ijcottld not wafh away. Well, Madam, what are yottr com* 
viands ? has any young rogue aflTrbntcd you, and ihalil 
««ut his throat I or— 

. An^, No, Sir SampTon, 1 have no quarrd upon mybandi 
. ■. ■ ^ - 1 have more occafion for your condudl than yoor 
fcouragc at -this time. To tell ypif <he truth, I'm weary of 
^viog Tingle, and want a husband* 

Sit Samp. Odflmd, and 'tis pity you lhould—«-—— Odd, 
4irou'd {he wou*d like me» then I ihou*d hamper my young . 
rogues;: odd, wou'd {h« wou'd; faith and troth Oie*$ dc- 
iviliih hAndCcOBLC [^o>J Madam, you.deierTe a |ood hulf' 
I)an4, and *twere pity you ihofi*d be thrown away upon 
.^ny of thefe young idle rogues about the town. Odd, 
^here^s ne*er a young bellow worth hanging, -«--^that is a 

very young fellow Pizc on *^m, they i^ev^r think be^ 

4brebaod of any^hii^i-— — and if they commit xsatrimony, 
. -'tis aft tbey commit mucd«r.; out of a frplic, and are ready 
jto hang theflM*^vcs» or to he bang*d by the law, the »^ 
■ jiperBiog >— odCo, have a qax e. Madam. 



d by Google 



I, O V E • E R^ L^O"V E; *»» 

IbrtQce enotigfa to makeliBy ttiao eafy tbat.licta Kke ; if 
l^ere vcre fuch a thing as a yomig. agrerabteraaan with f 
ceafonable ftock of good-oato« and reofe«*<-— fov I would^ 
neither have ao abfolutc wit aor a fool. 

Sir Samp, Odd, you arc hard to pieaie, Madata ; to find- 
a young fellow that is neither a wit io his own eye, nor ». 
fool in the eye of the world, is a very^ hard taflc. But,. 
Ikitb and troth you ijpeak very difcreetly ; for I bate both. 
fi wit and a fool. ^ • 

A'g* She that marries a. fool. Sir Sampfoi, forfeits the' 
reputation of her honefty and underfiaading :-and flue that- 
. marries a very witty man is a flavc to the icvetity and in* 
folcnt condttcSl of her huihand. I ihould like a man oi 
wit' for a lover, becaufe 1 wou'd have fuch a one in my 
power; but I would no mor* be his wife, than his enemy. 
For his malice is not a more tcxrible confequeoce of his^ 
averfion, than his jealoufy is of his love. 

Sir Sump. None- of ohd Forefigbt's Sybils ever utterU 
fuch a truth. Odibud, you have, won my heart lA bat& 
ftwitf I had a foh that was fpoiVd amoni;^:!^; a good^ 
hopeful lad, *till ht lcarn*d to be a wit— and might have 
lifcn in the ftatc— But, a pox on*t, his wit run him ewti 
€>f his money, and noW)bis poverty has run him out ol hit., 
^ts.. 

^ttg. Sir Sampibn, a* your friend; I mnft tcH you, yoa. 
are very much abused in that matter: he*8 no more mad. 
fban you arc. . 

bir Samp^ How, Madam! Wou'd I cou*d prove Jt^ 
• ^fig. I can tell you how that may be done-^But it is a > 
thing that wou*d make-^mc* appear to be too much con* 
cern*d in your afiairs. 

Sir Samp, Od/bud, I btlicvc (he likes me-.— [4/'^<^-]*-*- 
Ah, Madam, all my affairs are icarce worthy to be iaidr 
kt yoar feet? and I wi(h, Madam, they were in a better 
iy>fture, that I might make a more becoming oflertoa 
lady of your incomparable beauty and merit— — -If I had; 
^Bcru in one. hand, and Mexico in t'other, and thceaiUia.. 
E b *. 
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empire iiftder mj feet ; it woold make me only a mer» 
j;ioriouf vidiUm to be ofkt'd ae the {Krinc of your bcaut)u 
.A^, BleTt ro«. Six Sampfoo, wbat*'5thc matter? 
Sir Safhp, Odd, madan, I Jbv«^Aiidif yoi^ woold tak^ 
' my advtce in a huiband— - 
. jittg. HoM> bold. Sir Samplb». I a&*d your advicfi 
lor a hufband, and yob are giving me your conient-— I wai 
indeed tbiokiog to propoie fom^thijig like it in jcft, to fa- 
tisfy you about Valentine : for if a match were ieemtogl^ 
carried on between you and m^ if would, oblige him to 
throw off' hit difguifc of madnefs, in apprehenfion of lo*. 
fing mc : fox yoa. k^ow he hat loo^ prctjEoded a pa(Iio% 
for me^ 

Str Samp, Gad-40okt^ a mod itigenibus contrivaoce— — yt 
if we were to go through with it. But why muft the matcbk 
onljA be fiemiagly carried oa^'r^-^-^-^Qdclis. ^t it be a real 
contratfL 

Afig. O fy:, Sir Sampfoo, what would tl^ wortd fay I 
: Sir Samp, Say, they would faf , yoo were a wife wor^ 
«ian, and I a happy man. Odd, Madam, I'll love you. 
as long a» I Jiv.e,. and leave you a good jpinture when 1 
die. 

A*ig* Ay; but that it not in your pewci!. Sir Sampfon ;. 
for when Valentine confcffes himfelf in his (eoiet, he muit 
■ make over his inheritance to his younger brother. 

I^ir Samp, Odd, you're a. cunning, a wary baggage! faitfat 

•and troth I like you the better -But, I warrant you, I 

have a pvovifo in the obligation in favour of myfel f ■ 
JBody o'me, I have a trick to tura the fettlemcnt upon the- 
^ue male of our two bodies begotten.. Od£bud let us fin^. 
childi-cn, and Til find an eftate. 

jivg> Will you ? well do you find the eftatc, and leave 
the other to i^e-—^ 

Sir Samp, O rogue ! But I'll truft you. And will youe. 
tonfcnt I Is it a match then ? 
4ii^ Let me confult. my hvwycr concerning this oblig^. 



d by Google 



t. O T E r O^ W L O V^ ET. ^j: 

tioa 5 and if I find what you propofe pradkicablc, 1*11 give 
you my anfwer. 

Sir Stimp, With all my heart; Come in m-ith mc,- 

and rU lend you the bond:^ You Ciali confult youi.' 

lawyer, and TU confult a parfott*? Od>aooks Vm a-ycung . 
nan : od-zooks, Vm a young man, and Til make it appear ■ 

Odd, you're, devililh handfome : faith and irotJi, 
you*re very handfome; and Vm very young, and very lufty • 
— Odfbud, huffy, you know-how to chooTe, and fo do I ; 

Odd, I think, we arc vdry well met. Give mc - 

your hand, odd, let me kifs it; 'tis as tvacm and as foft- 

—as what ? Odd, as l*othcr hand — give me t'other? 

band, and I'll raunblc 'em and kift *cm till they melt ia > 
my mouth. 

Au^. Hold, Sir Sampfon Ypu*re profufe of yonrr 

^gour • before your time: you'lh fpend |youc efttfte before.- 
you come to it . 

Sir Samp. No, no, only give you a rent-roll Of my poflcf- - 

Cons Ah ! Baggage ■ 1 warrant you for little - 

Sampibn : odd, SampAsn's a very good nanc for an ablo . 
fellow : Your Sampibns were ftrong^dogs from the begin- 
ning. 

^-Tjf. Have a care, and.^OB't' over-a<£l your part If. 

you remember, ^ampfon, the (Irongeft of the name, puiYM - 
an eld houfe oVer his head at laft. 

Sir Samp, Say you fo, huffy ? — G)me, let's go then; oddji 
I long to be pulling too, come, away— -Udib, httc's fosac* 
body coming. 

S C E N E in.' 

.TATTLE, JEREMY^ 

T(f/. Tfi not that flie, gone out juft now ? '■ 

JsT. Ay, Sir, flic's juft going to the pUcc of appojnt-*- 
ioent. Ah, Sir, if you are not very faithful and clofe ia * 
this bufinefs, you'll certainly be the death gf a pccion that>: 
B b 3 
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^t • aioft cxtraoidlMrj paiEon for pwc boaowVfi^ 
vice. 

J^r, Evco ny vDwurthj felT, Slip.- ; Sif» I liadan appfr- 
lite to be fed with your commaadt a great while;— -*Aoi 
OQW, ^ir« my former mailer ha^iof. aMoch- troubled the 
fiountaui of hit oiidcr(Uiuttof» it, it a rcrj phuifiblc occv^ 
fioa for me io qaeoch my third at tbe rpROg.»f your booDty 
—1 thooglit I could not recoDimeod myleif better to 700, 
Sir, thaa by the dciiYery of a great beaut; and fortut 
ao^o your ana*,. whooL I have heard ypu figb for. 

Tat, rU make thy fortnoe ;. fay ao more ■■ " fl* 
art a pretty fellow, aad can*il carry a. aicflage to a b^ 
ia a pretty ibft kiad.of phraA, and with a ggoodjicriaadi^ 
acccat* 

Jtr, Sir„ I have rike ibeds of rhetoric and aratosy in nf 
hea d ■ I haTc been at Cambridge. 

Tw. Ay; 'tis well enoagh for, a icrarant.Co be Brcdat 
aa aaxvcf Gey : but. the education is a little too pedantic for 
a gentleman* t hope you are (cctct in your oatuie, par 
vate, doie, ha^ 

Jer^ O Sir, for that, *tu my ^ef uknt i Vma* iecfCt 
as the head of Nihu« 

Ta/. Ay ? who is he, ^10^? A privy cean/ellorf 
Jar. O ignorance h' [4fi^^l ^ cunning. Egyptiaa* SS^. 
^at with hia-arms would over-run the countrj; yet no- 
body could ever find out his bcad-quarterK 

Tat* Gloie dog ! A good^ whoffcmafler, I warrant* bTm 
■ the time draws nigb» Jeremy* Angelica will be 
vcirdlikc a nan; aod.1 mnft be hooded like a friar; bi^, 
Jeremy I 

J,r. Ay, Sir,, hooded like a hawk, toieiae atfirft figbfi; 
vpoa the quarryt. It is the- whim of my*mafter'» madneff 
ftobefo dreffi*d; and (he is fo in love with him, ibVtt 
eomply with any thing to pleafe him. Poor Lady, i^ 
:Sue ihe*U hav^ rcaTo^ to pray for. me, when ihe finds vhit 
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m "teppy exchange (he has made« between a madman and 
to acconipiinv*d a gentleman. 

Tai. Ajr, faith, £0 flic will, Jtrtncf; you're a good 
friend to her, poor crcattife<'— IfWcslr 1 do it hardiy fa 
aiiich in confideration of ttiyfdf as CoApai&on to her. 
• yir. 'T'» an a€l of chArity» Sk, (6 fa^e a fine itomai» 
with thirty thoufaad potind^ itoat thfomting herfelf awa^ 
Tat. So 'tis, faith— I might Juive iav'd fcTeral othef» 
in my time ; but i*gad I could never find ia my heart t(^ 
marry any body before. 

7<rr. Well, ^tt, i*U go and tell her my maAcr's com- 
in|( ; and meet you in half a quarter of an hour, with 
yom di%ttiie, at your own lodgings. You nraft talk a 
itttle madly, (he won't diftinguiih the tone of yonr w^ct^ 
Tai. No, no» let me alone foe a couoterfcit ;— —i'H ht 
scady for jou^ 



S C E N E m 

TATTLll Mift FXUlU 

Wft. O Mr 7^ttle» arc yon heret Vm glad T hate 
lowid yon ; I have been looking up and down for you 
like any thin|^ 'till Vm. a» tired a^^ any thing in the world. 

Tai. O pox, how {hall 1 get rid of this fooli(h girl ! ' 

Mifs. O I haine ..pure news^ I can tell yon pure news 
i— — I mn(V not marry the fcaman now— —-my father fays 
ib. Why won't yoo be my huibaod ? You fay you iov« 
me, and you won't be my hu/band. And 1 know yop may 
be my hafband now if ycm pleaie. 

Tai. Ofy, Mifs: who told you io> child ? 

Mi/s. Wiiy, my fashe* 1 told him that you IbvM 

me. 

Tat. O iff Mifs, why did yoo do lb ? And wba told ycui 
fc, child ? 

Mi/s. Who ? why you did ; did not you I 
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Ttf/. .0<^x» Hiat wa« yeflerday, Mifs, that was a freatr 
while ago, child. I bayc been a deep finee ; flcpt a whole-, 
nigbr^ and did dot fo rniich irs dream of the matter. 

Mifs. *Piliaw, O but! dreamt that it was fo tho*» 

Tat. Ay, but you»^ fiather will tell you that dreaar- 

*€om€ by contraries, child O fy; what, we muft not. 

love one another now— -*-'Pfliaw, thatt wovld be a fooHfb^. 
thing indeed ■ ' g y> fyy yoir're a woman now, and. 
ainft think of a new man every morning, and forget him' 
every night— —No, no-, ti) marry is to be a child, again, 
and play wiehthe fdme rattle always ; O fy» marrying it - 
a paw thing* 

Mifs. Well, hnt don't you lore me at well as yon did- 
Bift night then I 

Tat. No, no, child, you wocfd not have me. 

Mi/s. No ? Yes, but I would tho*. 

Tat. 'Pfliaw, but I tell.you, you would not 
Yon forget y«u'rc a woman^ and don't know your owft>: 
mind. 

Mifs, But here's my father, and he knows my mixul*. 



S G E N E ▼• 

Crl /A>m3 T O K E S 1 G H T. 

Fare, O, Mr Tattle, your fcrvant, you are a clo/e man;- 

' but mcthinks your ^vc to my daughter was a fccret 1 

• might have been truded with, ■ t Or had yon a mind 

to try if I could difcover it by my art — ;— hum, ha! I 

.think there is foratihing in your phyfiognomy, that his a 

refemblance of her ; and the girl is like me. 

Tat. And fo you wou'd infer, that you and I are alike 
—•what does the old prig mean ? Til- banter him, and laugh 
at him, and leave him. l/4ftde,] I fancy you have a wrong 
notipn of faces. 

Fjre How ? what ? a wrong notion ! How To ? 

Tat la the way of art : 1 have fome taking feattiief) 
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■ot obTious to vulgar eyes ; that are indkattont of a fud- 
den turn of good fortune, m the lottery of wives ^ and 
promife a great beauty and great fortune refervcd aloae 
for me, by a private intrigue of dcftiny, kept fccret from 
the piercing eye of perfpicuity ; from all aftfologcis, aad 
the liars themidvcs. 

Fore. How ? I vrill make it appear, that what you. (kf 
h impoflible. 

Tat. Sir, I beg your pardon, Vm in haftc -■ 

Fore, For what ? 

Tat, To be married, Sit, n^arried. 

Fore. Ay, but pray take me along with yoo, Sir-»* 

Tat, No^ Sir > *tis lo be done privately I never 

aiake confidents. 

Fore. Well ; but my content I mean ■ Yon won\ 
marry my daughter without my conlent ? 

Tat' Who 1, Sir t Tm an abfolttte ftranger to you and 
your daughter, Sir. ' 

Fore, Hey-day t what time of the moon is this ? 

Tat, Very true, Sir, and dciue to continue (6, I hzvt' 
so more^ love for your daughter, than I have, likenefd of 
you ; and I have a fecret in ray heart, which you would 
be glad to know, ,and Shan't know ; an^ yet you (hall 
know it too, and be foriry for't afterwards. Td have yoo 
to know, Sir, that I am as knowing as the flais, and "as fe* 
eret a,$ the night. And Vm going to be married )uft now, 
yet did not know of it half ao hour ago ; and the. Lady 
ftays for me, and does not know of it yet-^-*—l here's a 
myllcry for you,>— ^1 know you love to unty difficuhiea 

1 Or if you can't fblve tliis, ftay here a quarter of aa 

%our^ 9ud ru come and explain It to yoo« 
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S^^ C* E N E Vt 

FORESIGHT, Mlft PRUEL. 

Mifs, O father»^. why wilj you. let htm gp ? Won't yoft 
make hinuto be my hu(band ? 

Fore. Mercy on us, what do thtfe lunacies portend V 
Alas ? he's mad, child; ftarkwiid. 

Mi/i. What, and muft not I have o'er a huftand then t 
What, muft I ^ to bed to nurfe again, and be a child ai 
long as {he.*s an old woman? Indeed but 1 won't. Foi^ 
ftow my mind is fet upon a man, I will have, a man ibnie 
way or other. Oh ! metbinks Vm Tick when I think of a. 
lAap ; ^d if .1 can't have one* I wou'd go to deep all my. 
life : for when Tm awake it makes me wifli and long« and 

1 don't know for what ^-And Td rather be always 

•ajQeep, tlian (ick with thinking. 

Fore, O fearful { I think tlie giri's influ^K'd tjpo, . - 
HulTy, you ihall hav« a tod. 

M//s. A fiddle of a rod, I'll l>ave a hun>and : and.il 
you won't get me one. Til get one for myfelf : l'4l marry-- 
.Qur Robin the butler, he fays he loves me, and he's a 
bandfome man, and fliall be my hu(band; I warrant hf^^ 
be my huiband, and thank mc too» f(p« he.t^ld mcfo.. 

S C E N E VII. 
ir^f^ffn'] SCAN DAI., Mrs FORESIGHT and SVR&tf 

Fore, 'Dii he fo ? -I'll difpatch him for't prcfcntlyj 

JOgue! Oh, nurfe, conie hither. 

Nurfe. What is y^ur woffliip*^ pleafure ? 

Fore. Here take your young raiftrefs, and lock hcTfijI. 
prcfentlj, 'till farther orders from me— not a word, huflj 
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>««.^I)o ^what I bid ypu,.no jreply,.away. ^And bid Rpbio 
make ready to give an account of his plate and iiaeny 
d'ye bear : be gone when 1 bid you. 
. Aire Fore, What is the matter, bu{baud ? 

Fore* *Tis not convenient to tell you now ■ Mr Scan* 
dal, Hcav*n keep us all in our fcnfct— — I fear there 
i« a contagions frenzy abroad. How 4oe8 Valentine ? 

Scan, O, I hope he will do wdl again— ^>[ hav« a mtC*^ 
fagc from him to your niece Angelica. 

Fore, I think (he has not returned iince {he went 
abroad with Sir Sampiba. Kurfet why are you not gone I 



SCENE vrir. 

-JORESTGHT, SCANDAL, ^rs FORESIGHT, BEW* 

Mrs Fore, Here's Mr Beiijamin, he can tell us if hit 
•iather be come home. 

Ben. Who, father ? Ay, he's come heihe with a vca- 
:^eance. 

Mrs Fore. Why, what's the matter ! 
Ben, Matter ! Why he's mad. 
Fore, Mercy on us ! I was afraid of this. 
BiH, And there's the handibme young woman, £he, a$ 
they fay, brother Val. went mad for, flie's mad too, I 
-think. 

Fffft, O my poor niece, iny poor niece, is flic gone too ?. 
Well, I fliall run mad next. 

Mrs Fore. Well, but how mad ? how d'ye mean ? 

Ben, Nay, I'll give you 'leave to guefs I'll undertake 

-to make a voyage to Antego No, hold, I mayn't fay fo 

jicithcrr— -But I'll fail as far as Leghorn, and back again, 
l^fore you fh«Jl guefs at the matter, and do nothing clfc; 
Mcfs, you may take in all the poiuu of the ^ompafs, and 
aot hit cigtit. . 
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• Mrs Fore. Your experiment wiU take up a little to^ 
noch time. * 

Sen, Why then I'll tdl yon ; there's, a new wedding 
upon the ftocksj and they two are ^oiog to be married ta 
rights. 

Scati, Who? 

Ben. Why, lather, and ' t he young womaa. I can't 
kit of her name. 

Sctm, Angelica ? 

* Ben, Ay, the fame. ^ 
Mrs J«^^. dtr Samp'ibn and Angelica, impoffible 1 
Bfff. That may be— but Vm Aire it is as I tell you. 
Scan, -*Sdeath, *tis a jeft. I can*t believe it. 

Ben, Look you, friend* *Tis nothing to me whether 
you belieTC it or no. What I fay is true d*ye ice ; they 
•re married, or jdft goiqg to be married, I know not which. 

Fore, Wdl, bat they are ooit mad, that is, not lunatit. 

Br«. 1 don't know what you may call madncfs— But 
fte's mad for a bulband, and he's liom mad, I think, or 
they*<l ne*er make a match together-^Herc they come. 



SCENE IX> 



ir»them2 Sit SAMPSON, ANGELICA^ BV^K 



I 
XAM, J 



Sir Samp, Where is this old foothiayer ? this uncle of 
Siine e\tA ? A ha, old Forefight, uncle Forefight, with me 
joy, uncle Forefight, double joy, both as untie and afbo^ 
loger ; here's a conjun£lion that was not foretold in all 
your Ephemeris— 'Tlie brightefl fUr in the bhic firmament 
^~\% Jboi from above in a jelly of l.ve, anu fofortb ; and I'm 
lord of the afcendant. Odd, you're an old feltow, {< ore- 
fight ; uncle 1 mean, a very old fellow, uncle f*orcfight { 
and yet you (hall live to dance at ray wedding: fait Ti. and 
troth you ihall. Odd, we'll have the m^c of the fpheret 
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§at tlme» dd Lilly, that wc wiU, and tbon ibalt kad up a 
daace iu via UBta. 
Fore, Vm thunderftruck ! You are not married to mf 

Sit Samp. Not abiblutdy married, tincle; liut very near 
it, within a kife of the matter, as you fee. [K/J/es Angelica. 

jAi^, *Tis very true iodced, uncle.; I hope you^U be 
my father,, and give me. 

Sir Samp, That he (hall, or I'll bum his globes 
jpody o*me, he ihall be thy father. Til make him thy fa- 
ther, and thou (halt make me a (ather, and 1*11 make thee 
a mother, and wc*ll beget Tons and daughters ettow.to put 
the weekly bills out < of countenance. 

Scaiu Death and hell i Where's Valentinci 



^ C £ N £ X. 

Sir SA-MPSON, ANG£.1.ICA, FORESIGHT, 
Mrs FORESIGHT, B £ N« BUCKAAM. 

Mrs Fore, This is fo rurprifing«T— 

Sir Samp, How ! what does my aunt fay ? Surprifrng, 
Aunt I Not at all, for a. young couple to make a match in 
•vrinter I Not at all— -^'Tis a plot to undermine cold 
weather^ and dedroy that ufurper of a bed called a warm- 
Ing-paa. 

Mrs Fore, Vm glad to hear you have £a much 'fire in you. 
Sir Sampfon. ^ 

Sen, Mafs, I fear his fire's little better than tinder : may- 
hap it will only fcrve to light up a match for fome body, 
clfe. The young woman's a handfome youog woman, I 
can't deny it; but father, if I might be your pilot in this 
cafe, you fhould not marry her. 'Tib ju(l the fame thtng^ 
as if £b he you ihould fail fo far ai> lua btisdti wichotit 
provifion. 

Vol. L C c ' 
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Sir Samp, Who gave you authority to fpeak. Sirrah ? to 
yoor clcmenty fi(h, be mute, fiOi and to iea, ruie jourJhchOf 
"Sirrah, don't diretik me. 

Ben, Well, well, take you care of your own helm, of 
you mayn't keep'your new veffel (leddy. 

Sir Samp. Why, yoo impudent tarpaulin ! Sirrah, do 
you bring youir forecaftk jefts upon your father ? but I 
iliall be even with you, I won't give you a groat. Mi 
Buckram, is' the conveyance Co worded that nothing cao 
poflibly defcend to this fcouodrel ? I wou'd not Co much as 
have him have the profpedl of an eftate ; the' there wae 
BO way to come to it, but by the Korth-Eaft paiTage. 

Buck, Sir, it is drawn according to your diredHoDSi 
jthere is not the leaft cranny of the law unftopt. 

Ben. Lawyer, I believe there's many a cranny and leak 
iinflopt in your confcience — If To be that one had a pump 
to your bofom, I believe wie fliou'd difcover a foul hold. 
They fay a witch will /ail in a iieve — But I believe the 
d^vil wou*d not venture aboard o*your copfcicnce. And 
that's for you. 

Sir Samp, Hold your tongue, Sirrah. How now ? who's 
fecrc? 

SCENE XL 
'iTo them2 TATTLE and Mrs FRAil. 

Mrs Frail. O, fifter, the moft unlucky acc!<ient. 

Mrs Fore, What's the matter ? 

Tat, O, the two mou unfortunate poor creatures in the 
world we are. 

Fore, Blcfs us! how fo ? 

Mrs Frail, Ah, Mr Tattle and I, poor Mr Tattle and I 
Are— — T can't fpeak it out. 

Tat, Nor I But poor Mrs Frail and I arc—— 

Mrs Frail Married. 

Mrs Fore* Married 1 How} 
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Tat. Suddenly— before, we knevr/where we were*^-« 
that ylllain Jeremy, by the help of difguifcs, tricked ut 
into one another. 

Fsre. Why, you told me ju(l now, you went hence ta 
haffe to be married. 

AaX' Bat I believe Mr Tattle meant the favour to mc, 
I thank him. 

TaU I did, as I hope to be fav'd, Madam, my intentiont 
were good — Bnt this is the moft cruel thing, to marry one 

does not know how, nor why, nor wherefore The 

devil take me if ever I was Co much concerned at any thing 
in my life. 

An^* *Ti8 very unhappy, if you don*t care for one a- 
nother. 

Tat. The lead in the world ■ > .That is, for my part J 
f rpeak for myfelf. Gad, I never had the leaft thought 
©f ferious kindnefs— — I never lik*d any body Icfs in my 
life. Poor woman ! Gad, I'm forry for her too ; for I 
have no rcafon to hate her neithei ; but I believe I iliall 
kad her a damn*d fort of a life. 

Mrs Fore. He's better than no hufband ixt all — tho* he's 
a coxcomb. [To Frail. 

Mrs Frail [To her."] Ay, ay, 'tis well 'tis not worfe. 
—Nay, for my part I always defpifed Mr Tattle of all 
things : nothing bat his being my hufband could have 
made me like him lefs. 

Tat'. Look you there, I thought as much — ■ Pox 

on't, I wifh we could keep it fecret : why, I don't believe 
any of this company wou'd fpcak of it. 

Mrs Frail. But, 'my dear, that's ImpoiEble; the parfoti 
and that rogue Jeremy will publifh it. 

Tat. Ay, ray dear, fo they will, as you fay. 

^■i» O you'll agree very well in a little t ime ; cuftom 
will make it eafy to you. 

Tat. £afy! Pox on't, I don't believe I fhall flcep to- 
night. 

Sir Sam^. Sleep, quotha! No, why you would not deep 
Cc > 
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o* yonr wcd£i^ night ? Vm an okler fieUow tlu^ you, smd 
don*| mean to ilcep. 

Btfi. Why» there's another match now, as tho'f a csouple 
•f pnvatccrs were looking for a prize, and iboaU fall foul 
' of one another. Pm forry for the yevng man with ali 
my heart. Look yoa, friend, if I may advifc you, when 
file's going, fbr that you muft expert, I have experience 
of her, when (he's going, let her go. For no matrimony 
is toogh enough to hold her, and if (he can't drag her air* 
ehor along with her, {he'U break her caUAc^ I can tcU y(n> 
that. Who's here? the madman 2 



S C E K E, The Lajf. 

VALENTINE, SCANDAU Sir SAMPSON, A 1^ 
GELIC A, FORESIGHT, Mrs FORESIGHT, TAT^ 
TJLE; Mrs FRAIL, B £ M, JEREMY, BVCKR A NT. 

VaL No 4 here's the fool ; and ifoccafioff be, I'lT gift ^ 
under my hand* 

Sir Samp, How now T 

VaU Sir, Vm come to acknowledge ray errors, and a£ 
year. pardon. 

Sic Samf, What, have you found your fenfes at lall 
then ? In good time, Sir. 
. VaL You were abus'd, Sii-, 1 never was diftraa^d. 

Fore. How, not mad ! Mr Scandal. 

Scmi, Kb, reaUy, Sir; I'm his witncfs, it was all counter* 
leit. # 

Vai. I thought I badrcafons But it was a poof 

contrivance, the effedt has (hewn it iuch. 

Sic Samp* Contrivance, what, to cheat me ? to cheat 
yonr father ? Sirrah, tould you hope to profpcr ? 

VaL Indeed, I thought. Sir, when the father endeavour* 
ed to undo the fon, it was a reafonable return of nature. 

Sir Samp. Very good. Sir Mr Buckram, arc yoyi 

fcadyi-.— -Come, Sir, will you fign and fcali 
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-ral Ifyouplcafc, Sir; but firft I nbuld aft tVis lady 
one queftion. 

Sir Samp, Sir, you muft a(fc me l^vt firft; that L^dy ? 
Ka,» Sir ; you fliall aflt that Lady no qucftions, 'till you 
have alkcd her blcffing, Sir; that Lady i» to hetny wife, 

Val, I have heard as much, Sir ; bat I would have it 
from her own mouth. 

Sir Samp. That's as much as to fay, I lie, Sir, and you 
don't believe what I fay. 

Val. Pardon me, Sir. But 1 reflcA that 1 very lately 
counterfeited madnefs ; 1 don't know but the frolic maf 
go round. 

Sir Samp . Come, chuck, fatisfy him,' anfwer him ;— •-* 
Come, come, Mr Buckram, the pen and ink. 

Bui.k. Here it is. Sir, with the deed; all is ready # 

[Valentine goei to Angelica • 

Ang. 'Tis true, you have a great while pretended love 
to me ; nay, what if you were fincere; ftill you muft par- 
don me, if f think my own inclinations have a better right 
to difpofc of my perfon, than yours. 

Sir Samp. Arc you anfwer'd now. Sir I 

VaU Yes, Sir. 

Sir Samp. Where's your plot, Sir ? and your contri- 
vance now, Sir ? Will you fign. Sir ? Come, will you fign 
and feal ? 

VaL With all my heart. Sir. 

Scati. 'Sdeatb, you are not mad indeed, to ruin yourfclf ? 

VaL I have been 'difappointed of my only hope; and 
he that lofes hope may part with any thing. I never va« 
lu'd fortune, but as it was fubfervient to my pleafure ; and 
my only pleafure was to plcafe this Lady; 1 have made 
many vain attempts, and find at lad that nothing but my 
ruin can cffctSl it; which, for that reafon, 1 will fign to — 
Give me the paper. 

A/,g. Generous Valentine! . [AJi^e^ 

Su:k. Here is the deed, Sir. 

Cc 3 



d by Google 



y*!. BaCwbcn ktbe bMur^bjwhtclLlimobiy^ir 
Cgttchis! -^ 

Bmck. 5irS»mplba, yeo hftTelr. 

^/. No> I luTc it; ukd I'll mik it, as I woa9 cnrf 
Mag that it an eneiny to Valeatine. [T<«ri d&f faper^ 

Sir 5<Mi^. How now I 

Vai. Ha! 

W^ Hai I ibe world to ghre yoa, ft cou'd not mafe 
me worthy of Co fcneront and faithful a paffion ; hcie^s 91; 
hand, my heart wai always yours, andftrug^edTcty haxi 
CO make this utiiioft uial of your viituev- [T« Valcntioer 

VaL Between plcaAire and amazement, I am loft 1. ^ 
Bui oa my knees I take the blefCng, 

Sir Samp, Oons, what i» the meaning af this ? "^ 

Bea. Meft, here's the wmd chang'd agatn» Father, yov • 
and I may make a voyage together now. 

Aug. Well, Sir Sampion, 6nce 1 have play.'d you a tricky 
III adviic you- how you may avofd fuch another. Le'amto 
be a good father, or youll nerer get a fecond wife. J aP* 
ways lov'd your fbn^andhafed your unfocgiTiog na>uie. I 
was refolv*d to tcy him to the ntmo(V; 1 have try'd yott 
too, and know yon both. You have nor more faults tban he: 
has virtues ; and 'tis hardly more pleafureto me, that I caia 
make htm and' myielf happy, tban that I can punifli you. 

Val. if my happinefs cou'd receive addition, tliis kinC 
furprize wou'd makf it double. 

Sir Samp^ Oons, your*re a* crocodiTc. 

Fore. RcallV, Sir Sarmpfbn, this is a fiidden cdipfc; 

Sir Samp^ You're an illiterate old fool, and Tm another^ 

Tat. If the genticman h Tn dlfordcr for want Of a wife; 
J can fpare him mine. Oh, are you there, Sir ? I'm in- 
debted to you for my happinefs. ' [To Jeremy. 

Jer. Sir, I afic yon ten thousand pardbns; 'twas an 
arrant miftake — You ice. Sir, my maAer was never nnad 
or any thing like it— Then how cou*d it be othcrwif©,? 

Val Tattle, I thank you, you would have interpofed 
between me and heav'n ; but providence laid pu'^gatory ixk 
your way— You have but /ufticc 
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SpM* I hear the fiddles that Sir SampTon provided for 
hiv own wedding ; ttethinks *th pity they {hou>*d no^ he 
ediploy'd when the match is fo much mended. Valen* 
tlqc, tho* it'he morning, we may have a dance. 

Val. Any thing, my fxieod* every thing that look* 1%C 
joy and tranfport. 

Scan. Call ^em, Jeremy. 

Anj[, 1 have done diflcmbling now, Valentine ; aird if t^ \t 
. cpldncft which I have always worn before you, fliould tum 
t6 an extreme fondncfs, yoi> muft not Cufpt^ iu 

VaU rU prevent that Ai4>icion— -For Tintead to doat to 
that immoderate degree, that your fondnefs fliall never dx^ 
ftinguiih itfelf enough to be taken notice of. If ever you iixflt 
tQ love too much, it muft be only when I caa't love enough. 

Ang, Have a care of promife^ you know you are apt 
to ruo more in debt than you are able to pay. 

Vah Therofore I yield my body at yoar priibner^ and 
make your beft on*t. 

JtTi The mufic flays for you. IDance. 

Scan, Well, Madam, you have done exemplary jufiice, 
in puniidiing an inhuman father, and rewarding a faithful 
lover : but there is a third good work, which I, in particulaF, 
mufl thank you for ; I was an infidel to your fex, and you 
have converted mer-For now I am convinc'd that all wo^ 
men are not like fortune, blind in beftowtng favours, either 
' on thofe who do not merit, or who do not want *em. 

Ang, *Th an unreafoaable accufaticm, that you lay up- 
on our fex: you tax us with injuftice, only to cover your 
own want of merit. You would all have the reward of love; 
-but few have the conflancy to flay *lill it becomes your 
due. Men are generally hypocrites and infidels, they pre- 
tend to wor{hip, but have neither zeal nor faith : how few, 
like Valentine, would perfeyere even to martyrdom, and 
ftcrifice their intereft to their ouiftancy ! In admiring me 
you mifplace the novelty. 

The miracle to-day is, that'we find 
A lover true : no; that a woman's kind* 
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EPILOGUE, 

- Spoken at the opening of the New Houfe,. 
By Mrs BRACE GIRDLE. 



^ U R E providenee. at fitOt deiign'd tbit place 
^ To be the player*» refuge iii driftefs ; 
Tot dill ia every ftorm, they all rim hither^ 
As to a flied, that (hietiJs them from the weathcr.- 
Bat thinking of this change which la(t bcfel us, 
*Tts like what I have beard our poets tell uc : 
For when behiod our fcenes, their fuits arc pleadings 
To help their love^ fometimes they (how rheir reading | 
And wanting ready cafli to pay for hearts. 
They top thcrr learning on us, and their parts. 
Once of philofophers they told us>(h>rie8, 
Whom, as I think, they call'd— Py— PythagoricSy 
Vm Aire 'tis fome fuch Latin aame they give 'em. 
And we, who know no better, muft believe *em. 
Now to thefe men (fay they) fuch ibuU wer« giv'nv 
That after death ne'er went to hell, nor beav'tt^ 
But liv*d, I know not how, in beads; and thea 
"Wlien many years were paft, in men again. 
Methinks, we players refemble fuch a fi)ul. 
That, does from bodies, we from hoofes ftrole. 
Thus Ariftotlc's foul, of old that was, 
May now be damn*d to animate an afs ; 
Or in this very houfe, for ought wc know. 
Is doing painful penance in fome Beau : 
And thus, our audience, which did once reibrt 
To fliining theatres to fee our fport. 
Now find us tofs'd into a tenpis>court. 
Thcfc walls but t'other day were fill'd with noifc 
Of roaring gamcflers^ and your dammee boys ; 
Z 
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Then bounding balls and rackrts they encompaft, 
And now they're fiU*d with jefts, and flights, and bombaft t 
I TOW, I don't much like this tranfmigration, 
. Stroliog from place to place, by circulation ; 
Grant, Heav*n, we don't return to our firft AattoB. 
I know not what thcfc think; but for my part, 
1 can't reflcdk without an aking heart. 
How we iliou'd end in our original, a cart. 
But we can't fear, fince you're (6 good to fave its. 
That you have only fet us up, to leave us. 
Thus from the pad, we hope for future grace, 

I beg it 

And fomc here know I have a beg^ng face. 
Then pray continue this your kind behaviour. 
For a clear fiage won't do, without youx favoiur. 



END OF TOLUME FIRST. 
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